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THE  EDITOR'S  PACT 


OK  is  the  only  complete  record  of  any  school  >ear,  and  as  such 

o  put  together.  And  so  it  is  -  usually.  Spending  six  or  seven 

;ether  after  the  end  of  exams,  working  abou  hours  a  day,  THE 

YEA R BOO C  staff  is  once  again  flooded  with  memories  of  all  that  has  happened. 

The  memories  are  cherished  ones.  But  there  are  drawback"  iraHthi.s  as  well. 

f  putting  the  book  out  is  diminished  sorJHRlat  when  we 
realize  how  casually  the  whole  process  is  treated  by  the  rest  of  the  school.  I  HI: 
YEARBOOK  stafl  ;  simply  not  sufficiently  supported.  Indifference  about 
handing  in  photographs,  team  and  activity  write-ups  and  literary  material  is  no 

these  same  people  who  did  nothing  to  help  will  be  the 
first  to  criticize  when  they  do  not  see  their  activities  represented.  THE  YEAR- 
BOOK committee  should  not  have  to  make  up  class  notes  and  till  in  missing 
details.  When  this  happens,  the  quality  we  all  want  simply  cannot  be  there. 

the  responsibility  of  every  student  and  every  staff  member  of  the  school  to 

contribute  at  least  something  to  this  book.  We  have  all  been  part  of  the  events, 

ve  all  want  to  remember  them.  In  the  year  1981-82,  can  we  all  work  together? 

students,    this    is    your    YEARBOOK.    Staff    members,    this    is    your 

\RBOOK,  too.  It  is  fun  to  see  a  job  well  done  and  see  for  ourselves  our  own 

it.  That  way  we  will  all  derive  more  pleasure  from  the  experience. 


David  Skinner 
Editor-in-chief 


A  FAREWELL, 
A.S.  TROUBETZKOY 


The  ten  years  that  I  have  been  privileged  to  work  with  and  for  the  boys  of  Selwyn  House  have 
been  exceedingly  happy  ones  for  me,  as  well  as  productive  and  instructive. 

A  School  is  not  simply  a  set  of  buildings  with  classrooms,  libraries  and  gyms.  It  is  people  - 
students,  staff  and  parents  -  all  working  together  in  harmony  for  the  common  good.  Selwyn 
House  is  a  uniquely  warm  and  attractive  family,  and  as  I  leave  here,  1  know  that,  above  all,  I 
shall  miss  my  friends,  especially  among  the  boys. 

Our  School  has  had  a  distinguished  history  spanning  nearly  three-quarters  of  a  century.  It 
continues  to  enjoy  an  enviable  reputation  for  high  standards  -  academic  and  otherwise.  As  I  leave 
here,  I  wish  it  nothing  but  the  most  brilliant  future  -  may  it  long  continue  to  serve  our  com- 
munity and  country! 

To  all  my  friends  -  AU  REVOIR! 


A.S.  Troubetzkoy 
Headmaster 
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IN  MEMORIAM, 
ROBERT  A.  SPEIRS 


Robert  Speirs,  during  his  life  at  Selwyn  House,  came  to  symbolize  the  proud  history  of  the 
school.  His  death  on  the  25th  of  March,  1981,  shocked  the  school,  but  it  also  made  it  proud  that 
one  so  dedicated,  so  talented,  and  so  cheerful  had  given  so  much  to  a  school  which  would  not  be 
here  today  had  it  not  been  for  his  tireless  support.  These  words  from  his  eulogy  echo  our  sen- 
timents: 

"We  remember  him  as  a  teacher,  as  a  leader,  and  as  a  scholar.  We  recall  his  sterling  qualities,  his 
sense  of  responsibility,  his  integrity,  his  vision." 

"...  his  great  love  was  Selwyn  House  School.  When  he  accepted  the  appointment  as  Headmaster 
in  1945,  the  school  was  on  the  verge  of  collapse.  This  was  to  him  only  a  challenge,  which  he 
faced  with  enthusiasm,  bringing  with  him  his  own  ideas  and  ideals." 

"...  he  reached  his  objectives  step  by  step." 

"The  value  of  these  years  of  service  cannot  be  measured  in  terms  of  words.  It  lies  rather  in  the 
hearts  of  those  he  taught,  and  in  the  recognition  of  what  he  did  for  them  during  their  formative 
years.  It  was  his  example  of  rectitude,  of  high  moral  standards,  of  character,  that  led  his  students 
not  only  to  admire  him,  but  also  to  revere  him." 

"The  Selwyn  House  School  of  today  stands  as  a  monument  to  Robert  Speirs." 
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GRADS 


IAN  AITKEN 
Ian  (the  pref)  Aitken  has  greatly  enjoyed  his  stay  at  Selwyn  House,  and  has 
always  tried  his  best  to  heighten  school  spirit.  Unfortunately,  however,  he  never 
realized  how  much  school  was  part  of  his  life  until  it  was  no  longer. 

For  the  man  sound  in  body  and  serene  of  mind  there  is  no  such  thing 
as  bad  weather;  every  sky  has  its  beauty,  and  storms  which  whip 
the  blood  do  but  make  it  pulse  more  vigorously. 

George  Gissing 


GEORGE  ASTRAKIANAK1S 

I  consider  myself  quite  lucky  writing  this  grad  note  due  to  the  hates  I  purge 
here  at  Selwyn.  There  are  a  few  students  who  have  been  literally  left  out  in  the 
cold  this  year.  Although  I  have  been  spared,  the  untimely  end  of  Trotsky  leads 
me  to  think  that  Big  "A"  will  get  me  even  after  I  have  gone. 

I  shall  use  this  small  space  left  to  pay  tribute  to  two  friends.  On  a  quiet  and 
reserved  fellow  student  and  the  other  a  sensitive,  caring  outsider.  A  toast  to  you 
two  who  have  made  this  difficult  year  bearable.  To  J. P.  and  D.O.  thanks,  and 
thanks  also  to  J.P.B.,  A. P.,  S.P.,  C.G.  and  D.C.I.S. 

Goodbye! 


"Dynamically     Dangerous"     - 
Astrakianakis;    "Reliable   Reed" 
Brady;     "Old    Frizzhead"    -    G. 
Broomfield;   "Love  that  head!" 


REED  BALLON 
Here  are  93  words  which  describe  "What  first  comes  to  mind  when  you  hear 
my  name."' 

I.  Aitken;  "Reedumus  Ballonus"  -  G. 
H.  Bernstein;  "Short  and  compact"  -  S. 
Bray;  "Hysterical  yet  considerate"  -  P. 
R.  Gialloretto;  "Too  much  caffeine"  -  B. 
Howard;  "E  pur  si  muove"  -  J.  Kovalik;  "Mr.  Nice  Guy"  -  P.  Norris;  "No  one 
quite  like  him."  -  D.  Osmond;  "Gheeeeee!"  -  A.  Pace;  "Sebatious  Coffee 
Thief"  -  L.C.  Reusing;  "I  try  not  to!"C.  Schwad;  "Spunky"  -  A.  Smith;  "What 
can  I  say?"  -  P.  Stewart;  "Good  physics  questions."  -  K.  Stiefenhoffer;  "Reed? 
...  uh  ..."  -  A.  Vivian;  "Steel  wool"  -  J. P.  Bartolini;  "What  a  guy!"  -  C. 
Broomfield;  "All-round  good  guy"  -  I.  Brydon;  "How's  your  sister?"  -  J. 
Czaharyn;  "Not  that  finger!"  -  M.  Delplace;  "Bad  squeakies."  -  I.  Downey; 
"Excitement  in  disguise."  -  S.  Hasko;  "Vomitus  Interuptus."  -  J.  Housez; 
"M.T.  Personality"  -  J.  Lapin;  "Reed  the  sneed"  -  P.  Laplante;  "Comfortably 
dumb"  -  S.  Maag;  "Nice,  even  when  he  criticizes."  -  A.  Nader;  "It's  a  fix!"  -  S. 
Pace;  "..."  -  N.  Pratley;  "The  Squeak"  -  D.  Ramsay;  "Reedy-Beedy"  -  J. 
Shannon;  "Good  ol'  Reed."  -  D.  Stevenson. 
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JEAN-PAUL  BARTOLINI 

Finally  after  four  years  at  Selwyn  House,  1  am  glad  to  be  leaving.  Not  that  I 
dislike  the  school,  for  I  love  it  very  much;  it's  just  that  I  am  not  too  crazy  about 
some  of  the  people  who  run  it.  Anyhow,  S.H.S.  has  changed  my  life  con- 
siderably. I  met  many  influential  friends,  learned  how  to  write  critical  essays  and 
acquired  some  of  the  worst,  atrocious,  putrid  table  manners  conceivable.  You 
should  have  seen  the  mess  at  our  table  everyday.  This  was  due  to  the  "system" 
created  by  A.P.  S.P.,  L.R.,  P.B.,  H.B.,  R.B.,  K.S.,  and  myself,  which  is  a 
method  of  consuming  massive  quantities  of  food  using  as  many  different  parts  of 
the  body  as  possible. 

Thanks  to  G.A.  for  "being  there"  and  to  A.P.  and  S.P.  for  being  my  stepping 
stones  into  the  world  of  music. 

My  favorite  sayings:  "I've  been  there  and  back,  so  it  doesn't  really  matter 
anymore."  "I'm  afraid  he's  been  shot."  "Go  straight  to  hell  and  don't  turn 
back." 


HIRSH  BERNSTEIN 
Amb.:  To  become  Prime  Minister. 

Prob.  Des.:  Cleaning  out  the  P.M.'s  toilets  and  collecting  his  garbage. 
Passing  Thought:  Please  tell  me  what  we've  learned 
I  know  it  sounds  absurd 

-  Supertramp 

What  can  I  say  about  my  stay  at  Selwyn  House.  Three  long,  hard  years  of  toil. 
That's  it.  Now  I'm  packing  it  up  and  splitting  for  good. 

Through  all  the  work 

Through  all  the  play 

The  Bagel  Man  would  like  to  say 

That  he's  enjoyed  his  Selwyn  House  stay. 

He'd  like  to  remind 

Those  who  are  left  behind 

That  the  most  important  thing  is  to  have  a  good  time. 


SHANE  BRADY 

After  8  years  stay  at  Selwyn  House,  I  leave  the  school  with  a  great  amount  of 
fond  memories.  I  thank  my  fellow  classmates  and  teachers  for  making  this  ex- 
perience such  an  enjoyable  and  fulfilling  one. 

Destiny  is  not  a  matter 

Of  change,  it  is  a  matter 

Of  choice;  it  is  not  a 

thing  to  be  wanted  for, 

It  is  a  thing  to  be 

Achieved. 

-  William  Jennings  Bryan 
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GARTH  BRAY 

"These  were  not  the  average  "contented"  cows.  They  were  cows  born  for 
trouble.  They  were  not  cows  who  would  stand  by  and  let  people  call  them 
"bossy".  They  were  cows  who  could  not  hang  around  all  day  lowing.  They  were 
cows  who  could  be  just  as  happy  chewing  someone  else's  cud  as  their  own.  These 
were  renegade  cows." 

Steve  Martin 

"A  little  learning  is  a  dangerous  thing; 
Drink  deep,  or  taste  not  the  Pierian  Spring: 
Their  shallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  brain 
And  drinking  largely  sobers  us  again." 

Alexander  Pope 


"Thou  hast  great  allies; 
Thy  friends  are  exultations,  agonies, 
And  love,  and  man's  inconquerable  mind." 
William  Wordsworth 


"You  can't  remember  where  it  was. 
Has  this  dream  stopped?" 

Jim  Morrison 


CHRISTIAN  BROOMFIELD 
In  Christian's  great  haste  in  getting  where  he  wants  to  go  and  meeting  the 
people  he  wants  to  meet,  writing  a  grad  seems  to  have  slipped  his  mind. 


PAUL  BROOMFIELD 
Since  Grade  One,  Paul  has  learned  to  formulate  his  own  ideas  about  life;  some 
of  his  most  famous  conclusions  are  the  following: 

If  at  first  you  don't  succeed  -  quit. 


If  you  confess,  half  is  forgiven 
If  you  deny  it,  all  is  forgiven 


Selwyn  House  Dream  -  to  go  to  Quebec  City, 
tamper  with  computers  and  change  our  matric  results. 

It's  good  to  know  that  when  you're  at  the 
bottom,  life  can  only  get  better. 

Paul  has  spent  eleven  long  years  at  Selwyn  House,  and  has  gained  enough 
experience  to  know  not  to  stay  at  the  same  school  for  eleven  years.  And  now, 
after  all  the  hours  of  hard  work  and  pain,  says  Paul,  comes  Miller  Time! 
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IAN  BRYDON 

In  keeping  with  Ian's  unobtrusive  character  he  decided  not  to  be  obtrusive 
enough  even  to  write  a  grad  note. 


JOHN  CZAHARYN 

When  those  of  us  who  know  John  think  back  to  his  remarkable  Selly  days,  a 
lot  of  things  come  to  mind.  Like  him  unleashing  his  unbelievably  vicious  shot 
(that  inevitably  scored)  from  30  yards  out  on  some  poor,  helpless  soccer  goalie, 
or  leading  the  patented  John  Czaharyn  end  to  end  rush  up  the  ice  on  the  hockey 
rink,  or  a  patented  John  Czaharyn  "death  check",  or  a  game  winning,  im- 
possible angle  kick  in  a  tied  rugby  game,  or,  with  a  completely  blank  face,  John 
staring  at  a  Mr.  Lumsden  Math  test,  or  that  grin  you  always  hate  after  he  aced  a 
Physics  term,  again,  or  maybe  that  semi-deranged  look  as  he  captained  a  Lucas 
team  to  victory.  But  no  matter  how  far  he  goes  or  how  successful  he  becomes, 
he'll  never  be  more  known  than  he  is  now  for  the  unbelievably  STUPID  stories 
he's  always  "entertaining"  his  classmates  with. 

-  A  friend 


MARC  DELPLACE 

One  of  the  colourful  characters  with  whom  I  spent  my  half  decade  made  the 
observation  that  "My  God"  I  was  growing.  The  realization  was  very  true  in 
every  sense.  We  all  had  grown: 

He  that  wrestles  with  us  strengthens 
our  nerves,  and  sharpens  our  skill. 
Our  antagonist  is  our  helper. 

Edmund  Burke 

1729-1797 
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IAN  DOWNEY 
"Do  not  walk  behind  me, 

for  I  may  not  be  able  to  lead  you; 

Do  not  walk  in  front, 

because  I  may  not  be  able  to  follow; 

But  walk  beside  me,  and  I  will  be  your  friend 

...  and  when  the  Baggies  are  empty,  we  can  always  get  high  on  life.  It's  not  such 
a  bad  thing  to  do  with  five  years  -  I  had  to  SWEAT  to  be  such  a  slug. 
Farewell,  bonny  prince  ... 


ROBERT  GIALLORETO 

Long  days  of  waiting  for  the  end.  Now  it's  here,  and  I'm  not  disappointed: 

"You're  walking  down  a  country  road.  It  is  a  quiet  afternoon.  You  look  up  and 
far,  far  down  the  road  you  see  someone  walking  toward  you.  You  are  surprised 
to  have  noticed  someone  so  far  away.  But  you  keep  walking,  expecting  nothing 
more  than  a  friendly  nod  as  you  pass  ..." 

-  Steve  Martin 

I've  met  many  yaps  in  my  time. 


STEPHEN  HASKO 
Stephen  is  the  most  under-rated  person  in  our  grade.  Stowed  away  under  that 
boyish  exterior  are  great  talents.  We're  not  exactly  sure  what  they  are  yet,  but 
we're  still  looking.  Stephen's  never  really  stood  out  in  anything  particular,  but 
has  that  peculiar  aura  of  constant  effort  and  perseverance.  Wherever  life  takes 
Stephen,  we  know  he  will  succeed  -  we  don't  know  why,  but  he  will. 

-  R.G. 

"1  understand  HOW:  I  do  not  understand  Why." 

-  George  Orwell 

My  nine  year  stay  at  Selwyn  House  was  somewhat  enjoyable,  but  now  it  is 
time  to  say  good-bye  and  good  luck  to  my  fellow  graduates. 
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JOHN  HOUSEZ 

"With  the  crowd  instantly  silenced  by  his  commanding  and  unexpected  rising, 
he  uttered  something  so  incredibly  unutterable,  so  impossible,  so  unsolvable,  that 
this  mass  of  philosophy  started  heaving  right  and  left  and  dying  on  the  spot, 
blood  bursting  from  their  ears  in  an  astounding  death  agony." 

-  Steve  Martin 

I'll  never  forget  the  time  Charlie  hit  Billy  who  in  turn  hit  Sally  Sue.  Hey,  I 
could  have  had  a  V-8  freeze-ray  stellar  starch  plate.  Life  is  an  understatement 
developed  through  sebaceous  osterization. 

"A  few  spasmodic  wriggles,  and  the  snake  lay  still." 

-  Franklin  W.  Dixon 

So  pointless,  and  yet,  I  can  still  see  my  reflection  in  the  toaster. 


BRETT  HOWARD 

When  not  electrocuting  himself  in  the  Physics  lab,  Brett  was  possessed  with  a 
mission  to  pass  Calculus  (he  always  seemed  to  understand  the  material,  except 
during  the  tests).  Also  known  for  aggressive  mark  grubbing,  teachers  used  to  hide 
from  Brett  after  correcting  his  work.  Having  spent  his  afternoons  winning 
computers  for  the  school,  Brett  is  left  with  the  dubious  distinction  of  being  the 
only  human  ever  to  complete  "Pirate  Adventure".  An  avid  wrestler,  he  is  not  a 
person  to  meet  in  a  dark  alley.  Man  of  steel  (mind  of  lead),  Brett  will  leave  his 
marks  in  the  school.  Another  case  of  the  joys  of  1  IB! 

A  Friend  (D.C.I.S.) 


JOSEPH  KOVALIK 

Whenever  there  is  a  situation  where  a  power  struggle  exists,  there  is  never  any 
right  or  wrong;  one  can  either  win  and  predominate,  or  one  can  lose  and  be 
defeated.  In  science,  one  can  only  be  right  or  wrong;  the  idea  of  winning  and 
losing  does  not  exist.  A  very  great  scientist  once  became  involved  in  a  situation 
where  these  two  ideas  mixed.  There  was  only  one  thing  that  he  could  say  to 
defend  himself:  E  pur  si  muove. 
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JON  LAPIN 
Type  of  monster:  A  Lapin 
Occurrence:  Rare 

Alignment:  chaotic  chaos 
Hit  dice:  varies  with  mood 
Size:  medium  small 

Hit  Points:  varies  with  weather 
Move:  90  ft.  walking;  v/mg  flying 

(straight  down)  per  turn 
Attacks:  1  (verbal  sting) 
Damage:  80%  Demoralization 
Armor  Class:  lim  x,  x  =  ? 

Nationalism  is  the  measles  of  mankind 
-  Albert  Einstein 


PAUL  LAPLANTE 


There  is  a  time  to  live  and  a 
time  to  die.  I  have  lived  a  bit 
and  died  a  bit.  Strange  days 
have  followed  bizarre  nights. 

"Madness  is  a  relative  state.  Who  can  say  which  of  us  is  truly  insane?  And  while 
I  roam  through  Central  Park  wearing  moth-eaten  clothes  and  a  surgical  mask, 
screaming  revolutionary  slogans  and  laughing  hysterically,  I  wonder  even  now  if 
what  I  did  was  really  so  irrational." 

-  Woody  Allen 

"I'm  sick  of  these  stinky  boats" 
-  Morison 


Thanks  to  all  I  have  known,  liked  or  despised. 


SANDY  MAAG 
Since  Sandy  decided  not  to  exercise  his  prerogative  in  writing  a  grad  note,  the 
Central  Committee  would  like  to  exercise  its  own  and  wish  him  the  best  of  luck 
wherever  he  is. 
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AYMEN  NADER 

On  equal  temper  of  hearts, 

Made  weak  by  time  and  fate,  but  strong  in  will 

To  strive,  to  seek,  to  find,  and  not  to  yield. 

After  half  a  decade,  Aymen  emerges  from  the  cesspool  of  the  student  body. 
Suffering  from  permanent  five  o'clock  shadow,  he  was  captain  of  the  football 
team  and  a  pursuing  prefect.  We  have  to  say  something  about  academics  but  as 
his  quote  says,  he  is  strong  in  will,  to  strive,  to  seek,  to  find,  and  not  to  yield, 
but  he  has  trouble  finding  his  own.  Usually,  he  finds  someone  else's.  Whatever 
happens  in  Aymen's  life,  he  will  always  find  excitement  and  success. 


PETER  NORRIS 
How  am  I  supposed  to  cram  eleven  years  of  my  life  into  twenty  nine  words? 

"Oh,  boys,  don't  be  sentimental;  it's  bad  for  the  digestion!   Take  a  tonic, 
follow  me!" 

-  Herman  Melville 


AMEDEO  PACE 

Gheeeee!  Amedeo,  vieni  a  tabolo! 
Amedeo's  four  years  at  Selwyn  House  have  greatly  enhanced  his  education,  as 
we  have  all  seen  in  this  last  year.  His  outstanding  manners  at  the  lunch  table  (at 
which  he  gained  over  14  pounds  this  year),  his  mysterious  consumption  of  coffee 
from  the  teacher's  common  room,  as  well  as  his  efforts  with  his  band  at  Selwyn 
House  dances  are  prime  examples  of  his  extra-curricular  contributions  to  the 
school.  He  has  grown  from  a  decent  boy  in  grade  eight  to  a  REALLY  decent 
man  in  grade  eleven. 

Don't  expect  too  much.  Even  the  best  musicians  have  to  be  patient  with  one  another. 
It  always  takes  a  few  sessions  to  get  your  act  together. 

-  John  Gindick 
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DAVID  OSMOND 
"Receive  my  instruction,  and  not  silver:  and 
knowledge  rather  than  choice  gold.  For  wisdom 
IS  better  than  rubies;  and  all  the  things  that 
may  be  desired  are  not  to  be  compared  to  it." 

Proverbs  8:10,11 

After  coming  back  from  the  Swiss  Alps,  David  made  a  profound  impression 
on  this  year's  class.  What  this  impression  is,  no  one  has  yet  discovered.  Known 
affectionately  as  Oz,  or  Ozzie  (but  never  Ozymandias)  he  could  be  found  taking 
pictures  of  strange  events  in  this  year's  Grade  1 1  for  the  photo  contest.  Never- 
theless he  won  -  he  was  the  only  entry.  We  wish  David  a  successful  future  in  his 
search  for  a  medical  career  but  I  hope  he  never  becomes  my  neurosurgeon. 

A  Friend? 

"If  I  can  stop  one  heart  from  breaking,  I 
shall  not  live  in  vain;  if  I  can  ease  one 
life  the  aching,  or  cool  one  pain,  or  help 
one  fainting  robin  unto  his  nest  again, 
I  shall  not  live  in  vain." 

Emily  Dickinson 


ANDREW  OSTERLAND 
Selwyn  House  is  a  strange  place  with  quite  a  few  strange  people  inside.  There 
are  so  many  inconspicuous  little  holes  in  which  to  fall  that  it  takes  a  good  deal  of 
work  to  regulate  what  you  do,  when  you  do  it,  and  how  you  do  it,  in  such  a  way 
as  to  get  along  at  Selwyn.  But  there  were  also  a  number  of  good  people  at 
Selwyn  House  and  I  suppose  that  I  shall  remember  the  fun  times  1  had  with  these 
people  when  I  think  of  Selwyn  after  a  few  years.  If  I  ever  expected  to  feel  a  sense 
of  gratification  or  fulfillment  upon  leaving  this  school,  it  was  many  years  back. 
It  felt  great  leaving  but  my  experience  at  Selwyn  House  was  not  five  years  of 
work,  climaxing  in  the  triumph  of  graduation  but  rather  it  was  like  five  years  of, 
well,  Selwyn  House. 
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SIMONE  PACE 

Simone  has  and  always  will  be  a  leader.  Wherever  he  goes;  Italy,  Canada, 
anywhere,  there  will  always  be  some  luscious  bimbo  groveling  at  his  feet  or  at 
other  parts  of  his  muscular  body.  After  four  long  years  at  S.H.S.  he  was  able  to 
develop  his  musical  career  with  the  Bad  Sinners  and  his  talents  at  serving  at  the 
messiest  grade  1 1  table.  He  is  the  one  who  showed  us  how  to  eat  without  forks, 
knives  or  plates  and  sometimes  even  off  the  table. 

All  in  all  he  has  acquired  four  satisfactory  years  at  S.H.S.  and  is  looking 
forward  to  a  successful  career  later  on  in  the  future. 

"Simone,  telephono  ...!!" 
-  Lawrence  you  talk  to  her! 
His  friends 


DAVID  RAMSAY 

"Fiction  can  be  defined  as  the  creation  of  the  mind,  because  the  mind  creates 
fiction  and  the  mind  is  real  so  as  a  result  the  fiction  the  mind  creates  can  be  as 
real  as  anything  relative  to  life." 

Better  late  than  never,  right  Bear! 


NICHOLAS  PRATLEY 

Claim  to  Fame:  Having  seniority  on  the  Headmaster,  who's  been  at  the  school 

for  ten  years. 

Cherished   Memories:    "Inspection"    in   grade   7    French;    handing   out    "polite 

parking  tickets"  on  Stanton  St.;  fighting  with  Mr.  Reid  for  control  of  a  certain 

study  carrel  ... 

Awards:  Many,  for  academic  prowess  (In  terms  of  monetary  value,  they  just 

about  cover  the  losses.). 

"Life  is  a  jest,  and  all  things  show  it; 
I  thought  so  once,  but  now  I  know  it." 

-  John  Gay 
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LAWRENCE  REUSING 
GHEEEEE!!!  Lorince,  comes  to  the  tuble,  call  Gerird,  diner  is  rady! 

What  a  family,  ...  what  a  guy! 

He  has  been  at  Selwyn  House  School  for  nine  years,  and  thus  has  gained  so 
much  confidence  in  himself  that  he  does  not  need  a  posted  lookout  anymore 
when  he  wants  to  Have  A  Coffee  (H.A.C.)  in  the  teacher's  common  room.  Apart 
from  being  the  president  of  the  H.A.C.  Underground  Organization,  founded  on 
4/4/79,  Lawrence  has  also  been  discovered  to  be  involved  in  a  sly  system  of  very 
messy  food  overconsumption  during  lunch.  Anyway  all  of  his  talents  will  again 
be  shared  at  Marianopolis  where  he  will  still  be  HACking  around  with  all  of  us! 


CLARK  SCHWAB 
Definition:     Clark    Schab:     A    humanoid    creature    possessing    alll    necessary 
characteristics  for  life  and  little  more. 
Ambition:  Modern  Love  God  or  sanitary  engineer. 

(Quick  translation:  All  or  Nothing) 
Probable  destination:  Certainly  not  writing  grad  notes. 
Favorite  saying:  If  it  doesn't  fit,  force  it! 
Claim  to  fame:  Unknown,  but  open  to  suggestions. 

Hobbies:  Sailing,  Skiing,  Computer  sciences,  and  the  indepth  study  of  sex  life  of 
igneous  rocks. 

Why?:  Why  does  this  incredibly  average  individual  waste  precious  time  writing 
his  grad  note?  It  is  a  long  and  monotonous  story  beginning  eight  years  ago  when 
Clark  arrived  at  the  Selwyn  House  institution  for  the  incurably  sane.  Since  then 
he  has  proved  to  be  very  different,  and  currently  looks  forward  to  a  lucrative 
future.  (All  donations  to  be  made  to  the  "Give  Clark  a  Break"  association.) 
Thanks  a  lot,  I  really  mean,  it! 

M.E. 
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JOHN  SHANNON 
Eleven  years  of  insanity.  I  apologize  to  those  seven  linguistics  teachers  in 
Grade  9.  We  were  never  forgiven.  The  tests,  essays,  hockey  games  and  debates 
now  fade  into  one  big  memory:  Selwyn  House.  From  Shannon  V  to  Shannon.  I 
knew  when  I  received  my  diploma  that  it  had  ended  ..  "I  had  returned  to  that 
reassuring  but  profoundly  unsatisfactory  state  known  as  "being  in  one's  right 
mind" 

-  Aldous  Huxley 

I  am  educated?!  Yet,  am  I  better? 

"A  sophisticated  human  can  become  primitive.  What  this  really  means  is  that 
the  human's  way  of  life  changes.  The  converse,  of  course,  is  equally  true:  the 
primitive  can  become  sophisticated,  but  not  without  accepting  dreadful 
psychological  damage." 


ANDREW  SMITH 

Andrew  arrived  at  Selwyn  House  in  grade  7,  very  much  unaware  of  the  way  of 
life  here.  Although  Andrew  was  more  at  home  gracing  the  halls  of  academics,  he 
also  participated  vigorously  in  sports  and  athletics.  Not  content  to  stay  in  one 
sport,  Andrew,  over  the  years,  has  played  rugby  in  which  he  was  famous  for  his 
groan;  badminton,  basketball,  weight  training,  and  curling,  in  which  he  created 
the  ever  popular  "double  bang-o!"  shot,  much  to  the  chagrin  of  Mr.  Martin. 
This  year,  Andrew  was  honoured  for  all  his  excapades  by  being  made  prefect,  a 
post  that  he  valued  a  great  deal.  "As  I  move  on  to  higher  learning,  I  thank  all 
my  classmates  and  wish  them  all  the  best  of  success  in  whatever  path  each  of 
them  decides  to  follow." 

Ex  umbris  et  imaginibus  in  veritatem. 
-  John  Henry  Cardinal  Newman 
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DAVID  STEVENSON 
Perfection  is  summarized  by  this  fine  specimen  of  humanity.  He's  a  prefect, 
he's  on  all  the  teams  (except  wrestling),  and  his  marks  are  disgustingly  good.  In 
fact,  if  he  had  freckles  and  an  apple,  he  would  be  the  perfect  all-American 
(ignoring  that  he's  Scottish).  And  WE  had  the  misfortune  of  having  him  in  our 
grade.  Just  think  of  the  influence  this  "THING"  had  on  us  lowly  scum.  Anyone 
that  gets  into  an  argument  with  him  doesn't  have  a  chance,  since  he's  usually 
right.  He's  had  experience  in  literally  everything  and  can  tear  down  anyone  if 
they're  wrong  (and  usually  does).  However,  inbetween  his  perpetual  singing  out 
of  tune,  and  his  wild  and  crazy  social  life,  this  "apparently"  Good  Boy  finds  the 
time  to  help  his  friends.  All  in  all  he  has  succeeded  in  thoroughly  enraging  all  of 
us  in  his  ability  to  participate  in  "Everything"  and  still  keep  up  his  image  (or  at 
least  high). 

His  Friends? 

Education  is  an  admirable  thing,  but  it  is  well  to  remember  from  time  to  time 
that  nothing  that  is  worth  knowing  can  be  taught. 

-  Wilde 


PETER  STEWART 

One  of  the  fun  things  about  Grade  Eleven  has  been  writing  these  grad  notes. 
You  never  know  what  to  say  in  these  °/o*&$'*07o  things.  I  could  write  about  all 
the  things  I've  accomplished  or  all  the  things  I've  enjoyed.  I  could  say  what  a 
great  guy  I  am,  or  list  all  the  things  I've  won.  But  there  just  isn't  enough  space, 
(har,  har).  But  if  1  must  say  my  parting  words  in  one  paragraph,  I  should  say 
I've  really  enjoyed  Selwyn  House,  and  I  don't  know  what  they're  going  to  do 
next  year  without  our  weekly  scandals. 
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KARL  STIEFENHOFER 

What  is  the  last  thing  on  my  mind?  I  was  ready  to  write  "Good,  now  I  can  do 
what  I  want  to  do,"  but  then  "homework"  and  "dog  pie"  struck  me  for  some 
reason,  in  quick  succession.  But  then  I  realized  how  stupid  I  had  been.  The  last 
thing  on  my  mind  was  always  "The  last  thing  on  my  mind."  Therefore,  ac- 
cording to  the  law  of  infinite  regression  (which  says  it  is  illegal  for  anything  to 
repeat  infinitely),  the  last  thing  on  my  mind  is  "The  last  thing  on  my  mind."  Oh, 
Bye. 

"One  day  I  called  someone  up  and  got  the  wrong  number.  1  apologized 
profusely,  but  then  realized  just  an  apology  was  not  enough.  I  offered  some 
money  as  partial  compensation  and  then  threw  in  some  stocks  and  bonds  at  the 
last  minute.  I  thought  I'd  take  a  journey  to  Tibet  to  acquire  wisdom;  1  could 
inform  them  of  the  truth,  something  money  cannot  buy.  Naturally,  they  were 
still  indignant,  but  were  at  least  convinced  of  my  sincerity  ..." 

-  Steve  Martin 


THOR  VALDMANIS 

The  grand  entrance  was  made  to  the  jungle  in  '75.  There  I  stood  without 
rations  or  canteen  to  find  myself  lost  in  the  midst  of  hawks,  fighting  for  a 
pathway  to  truth. 

As  the  dust  lifted,  the  doves  could  be  seen  perched  on  their  pedestals  looking 
down  below  to  where  the  ancient  river  through  the  timeless  gorge  of  changes. 

In  the  windy  halls  of  knowledge  the  clock  ticked  and  ticked  ...  All  the  while, 
rules  and  theories  were  taught  and  then  lost  in  the  fury  of  competion. 

Wood,  lead,  paper,  and  metal  contrived  life's  worthiest  goal.  While  fields  of 
green,  patches  of  ice,  and  the  comfort  of  foam  all  contributed  to  the  physical 
aspect  of  life  here. 

However,  now  in  '81,  it  is  over.  Although  strolls  through  the  valley  where 
umbrellas  seem  to  be  the  fashion,  playing  with  Alex  and  Lucy,  and  sitting  back 
with  Froastie,  will  most  likely  carry  on,  somehow  they  will  not  be  as  enjoyable. 
For  a  piece  of  me  will  always  linger  within  the  memories  of  Selly  mates  and  the 

hot  times  we  had. 

-  LAT 

We  are  here  for  a  good  time,  not  a  long  time. 
So  have  a  good  time,  'cause  the  sun  does  not 
shine  everyday. 

-  Trooper 


ANDREW  VIVIAN 
Now  that  you  are  here  you  realize  that  this  little  thing  called  a  grad  note  is  the 
toughest  piece  of  writing  you  will  do  at  Selwyn.  Some  cheat  by  using  quotations. 
Others  try  to  be  amusing.  Some  write  as  if  they  were  being  released  from  bon- 
dage. How  does  one  describe  one's  mixed  emotions  in  so  tiny  a  space?  All  I  can 
say  is  that  although  my  body  leaves  my  spirit  will  remain  behind. 
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LEADERSHIP  WEEKEND 
FALL  OF  '80. 
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AND  THE  PARTY  GOES  ON  ... 
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At  this  rate  you'll  never  get  to  pure  and  applied  sciences. 


But  he  promised  me  a  55. 


Watch  out!  Here  comes  Hersh! 


The  Dancing  Fools. 


See  sir!  You're  WRONG! 


I  could  have  sworn  these  radials  were  good 
for  50  000  miles. 


All  because  of  one  lousy  spit  ball. 


You  were  smart  to  come  to  a  marriage  counsellor  ... 


Four  down,  one  to  go. 


\<mm^£&0&m 

t/^8B^^^Il_ 

r^m. 

•^^^^^H          B^V   ^^^  -*   ^L  tH       b  '* 

^j  Bhx  ^i  w 

0          rK     SL  _^^S  ^T^' 

O.K.,  Porter!  That's  it!  You're  dead! 


I  wonder  if  I  could  make  it  past 
the  perimeter  before  they  fire. 
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My  gawd!  That's  Litvack's  head! 


Don't  mind  the  rope  in  the  trunk,   kids! 
Jump  in! 


4 


S*<^ 


Hail  Jackimus! 


Calm  yourself,  Phil!  My  husband  will  kill  me! 


Waadya'  cawl  me,  suckah? 
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MIDDLE 
SCHOOL 


MIDDLE  SCHOOL  REPORT  -  1980-1981 


To  try  and  summarize  the  activities  of  some  140  boys  and  a  dozen  teachers 
which  take  place  over  the  course  of  nine  and  a  half  months  is  an  almost 
presumptuous  task.  Nevertheless  the  Middle  School  boys  and  staff  did  work  and 
live  together  for  that  period  of  time. 

What  elements  combine  together  to  make  the  Middle  School  work?  Perhaps  it 
is  the  close  and  personal  interaction  of  the  students  with  their  teachers.  This 
cooperation  in  a  multitude  of  places:  role  call  and  morning  inspection,  the 
classroom,  the  sports  field,  the  informal  conversation  at  recess  or  after  school. 

Another  element,  considered  by  many  to  be  of  vital  importance  to  the  smooth 
functioning  of  the  Middle  School,  is  the  many  extra-curricular  activities.  Many 
boys  involved  themselves  in  such  events  as  the  Selwyn  House  Casino,  the  Middle 
School  Read-a-thon,  the  Junior  Jazz  Band,  the  March  Break  trip  to  Egypt,  house 
games,  the  Ottawa  visit,  the  Upper  Canada  junket,  chess,  photography,  and  art  - 
the  list  is  almost  endless. 

Undoubtedly,  however,  the  most  essential  unifying  element  in  this  entire  scene 
is  the  boy.  Each  in  his  own  way  contributes  to  the  vitality  of  the  Middle  School. 
The  uniqueness  of  each  boy  soon  becomes  evident  as  the  school  year  develops. 

And  so  the  school  year  concludes.  Hopefully  each  member  of  the  Middle 
School,  student  and  staff  alike,  is  the  better  for  it.  Each,  in  his  own  way,  an- 
ticipates the  future,  uncertain  yet  hopeful  that  it  bodes  well  for  him. 

L.I.  Seville 
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5A 


NOTICE:  Due  to  the  collective  illiteracy  of  grade  5A  and  to  the  lack  of  skilled,  reliable  labour 
in  the  writing  of  this  note,  the  Yearbook  staff  has  been  forced  to  improvise  in  the  composition  of 
this  write-up.  The  Yearbook  staff  does  not  accept  any  responsibility  if  any  of  the  information 
presented  is  misleading,  inaccurate,  offensive,  or  true. 


Here  they  are  -  les  Miserables: 


Ian  Blachford 
Christopher  Bruneau 
Andrew  Carswell 
James  Comyn 
Derek  De  Bono 
Kenneth  Eakin 
Andrew  Hill 
Steven  Horrobin 
Kyle  Kerr 


Billy  Lloyd 
Stefan  Lubinski 
Nicolas  Malossian 
Andrew  McGregor 
Ravi  Nayar 
Kenneth  Palko 
Neil  Riddel 
Justin  Sinclair-Smith 


Lest  we  forget  -  M.  Gilbert  Maheu 
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5B 


AMBITION 


PROBABLE  DESTINATION 


Tim  Brierly 
Michael  Riley 
Trevor  Ham 
David  Metcalf 
Nicolas  Harnack 
Andrew  Smith 
Scott  Dick 
Eric  Knai 
Jason  Price 
Darren  Waxman 
Clarence  Mah 
Gary  Porter 
Rolf  Strom-Olsen 
Alexander  Mohelsky 
Reza  Dibadj 


Basketball  star 

Chef 

Ski  instructor 

Doctor 

Astronaut 

Lawyer 

Soccer  star 

Hockey  star 

Hotelier 

Architect 

Businessman 

Lawyer 

Mathematicien 

Psychiatrist 

Business  executive 


Waterboy  for  S.H.S.  Bantams 

Potato  peeler  at  S.H.S. 

Chairlift  operator 

Orderly  for  Montreal  General 

Test  monkey  for  NASA 

Jailbird 

Manic  mascot 

Zamboni  driver  at  the  Forum 

Plumber  at  the  Chateau 

Cement  mixer 

Vacuum  cleaner  salesman 

Court  house  guard 

Kindergarten  math  teacher 

Editor  of  Mad  Magazine 

Assistant  secretary  to  a 

Chrysler  assembly  line  worker 
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LES  BONHOMMES  DE  6A 

On  ne  sait  pas  ce-qui  s'est  passe  dans  la  classe  de  6A  cette  anne,  mais  on  espere  que  ces  gens 
travaillaient  si  fort  qu'ils  ont  oublie  d'ecrire  une  petite  chose  pour  leur  Yearbook  glorieux. 

Nicholas  Adamson 
Matthew  Claener 
Mark  Csabrajetz 
Jan  Dubravcik 
Wesley  Gibbs 
Mark  Harris 
Lindsay  Hausner 
Michael  Kronish 
Sean  McConnell 
Panagiotis  Menis 
Robert  Ouimet 
Bruce  Pascal 
Mark  Pathy 
Peter  Reid 
Samuel  Sniderman 
Brittain  Taylor 
Joel  Turner 
David  Verchere 
James  Von  Moltke 
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6B 


Les  gentilhommes  de  6B  ont  decide  de  ne  pas  remettre  un  petit  passage  pour  leur  Yearbook. 
Alors  la  Committee  Centrale  veut  leurs  dire  Bonne  Chance  et  imprimer  leurs  noms. 

Anders  Bard 
Federico  Bolza 
James  Dale 

Andrew  Duffield 
Robert  Emond 
David  Feder 
Barry  Friedberg 
Gabor  Hasko 
David  Kaufman 
Prasun  Lala 

Laird  MacDonald 
Geoffrey  Molson 
Peter  Morden 
David  Munro 
Jakob  Sandblom 
Robert  Sarfi 
Tommy  Schopflocher 
David  Tang  Wai 
Richard  Usher-Jones 
Alexander  Von  Veh 


48 


7A 


Doug  Bentley:  Always  copying  McClaren 

Adam  Bruun:  Ambition:  Car  Dealer,  Probable  Destination:  Monk 

Paul  Capombassis:  Ambition:  Goaler  for  the  Montreal  Canadiens,  Probable  Destination:  ticket 

seller  at  the  Forum 

Richard  Denis:  Ambition:  Peanut  seller,  Probable  Destination:  Worker  at  Carter's  plantation. 

Frederic  Garvais:  ? 

Gregory  Guttmann:  Ambition:  To  be  an  Arctic  whale  hunter,  Probable  Destination:  The  whale 

Peter  Hallward:  The  historian  brain 

Charles  Heenan:   Ambition:   To  model  with  Cheryl  Tiegs,   Probable  Destination:   Doing  Tide 

commercials 

Jonny  Kay:  It's  just  like  Dungeons  and  Dragons  or  not  necessarily! 

Andrew  Kwong:  Can  you  imagine  him  listening  in  math  class? 

Kai  McCall:  Mr.  Govan's  favorite 

Duncan  Mclaren:  Zing,  Zot,  Bam,  Kong,  Zat,  Beep 

Justin  Molson:  Set  the  high  jump  at  2  feet,  3  miles 

Matthew  Nadler:  What?  Oh  you  see,  sir,  ... 

David  Pickwoad:  But,  sir,  I've  got  to  learn! 

Christopher  Pratley:  Can  you  imagine  Pratley  not  making  a  mistake?  Can  you  imagine  him  not 

playing  D&D.  Definitely  not! 

Jacob  Richler:  Is  my  name  on  the  list? 

Danny  Sweeney:  Blah!  Blah!  Wraaack!  Wraaack! 

Victor  Whitehead:  Ambition:  Doctor 
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7B 


Bishop:  O.K.  don't  believe  me 

Cawdron:  Are  you  a  first  level  dungeon 

Chughtai:  Ed,  help  me!! 

Cloutier:  Sleeps  on  a  regular  basis 

Ghattas:  Nosey 

Hart:  Naudie's  my  friend 

Hreno:  OHH!  God! 

Ip:  Our  little  colourful  friend 

Jabal:  You  wouldn't  know  her 

Jones:  Porky  Pig 

Kostiw:  Nosotros,  no  Nositris,  no  it's  Nosotres 

Kredl:  That  is  in-kredl-be 

Lemoine:  What  is  D&D 

Lunny:  Mono  Man 

Lupu:  The  bagel  pusher 

Naudie:  I  hate  Hart 

Neuenschwander:  Chughtai,  get  away! 

Ouimet:  Gets  picked  up  by  a  chauffeur 

Riordon:  He's  a  real  browny 

Smith:  Hreno,  when's  M.A.S.H.  on  T.V.  tonight? 

Mr.  Martin:  Piscator 
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7C 


Black:  "Sorry  I'm  late,  but  I  had  to  milk  the  cows  and  feed  the  chickens." 

Blundell:  "You  guys  wouldn't  know  her,  she  lives  out  West." 

Cote:  "As  of  January  20,  you  can  buy  the  new  extra  improved  Quizmaster  Plus." 

Cude:  "  ...  and  make  no  mistake  about  it,  Boys." 

Fletcher:  "So,  I  don't  care." 

Ford:  "Like  the  great  Roman  philosopher  Marcus  Aurelius  said  ..." 

Gillett:  "  ...  and  when  he  walks  in,  we  jump  out  and  break  his  legs  with  the  baseball  bats." 

Jorizzo:  "It  doesn't  matter,  I'll  come  in  early  tomorrow  and  copy  off  someone  else's. 

Kaps:  "At  Dorion  Suit,  men  like  me  can  be  elegant  too." 

McCurdy:  "Hey!  You  guys  wanna  get  Soutar  in  trouble?" 

McNally:  "Beside  me,  you  people  are  dirt." 

Newman:  "Lookout!  Don't  trip  over  my  knee!" 

Reid:  "So  -  I  got  them  on  sale  at  K-Mart  for  ten  bucks." 

Rink:  "It's  not  me!  It's  coming  from  the  vent." 

Smith:  "Now  move  your  desk  over  here  so  I  can  see  your  test  paper." 

Soutar:  "Fifty-five!  Yea,  I  passed!" 

Turnbull:  "But  Sir!  I  broke  my  stick  yesterday  when  we  lost  the  game!" 

Thomson:  "Sorry,  I  don't  confer  with  peasants  like  you." 

Wexler:  "Hey,  you  guys,  I  heard  this  one  at  Camp  Nominingue...Well,  it's  better  when  he  tells  it." 

Winn:  "...  and  our  new  dog  is  just  as  good  as  the  old  one." 
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That  is  enough  for  a  whole  commune  of  hippies!  I'ma  telling  you,  da  World,  she'sa  flat  lika  youra  head! 


Hi,  good  looking. 


Brewster,  go  home! 
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Bless  this  mess! 


We're  not  on  speaking  terms. 


The  true  Selly  spirit. 


v  /  r  f 


Shhh,  here  she  comes. 


Get  down  and  boogie! 
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Pretty  neat  tan,  huh? 


No  probs  here  teach. 


Psst,  what  was  that  answer  again? 


/*J% 


Here  give  ME  the  gun. 


Hey,  take  it  easy!  I  was  only  kidding,  Beef. 
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Fool  eating  cruel  gruel  at  school. 


Look  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  stork. 


This  is  it.  You've  got  till  sundown. 
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I  am  writing  this  brief  message  in  the  heat  of  August  securely  ensconced  in  my  new  office  at 
Centennial  Academy. 

My  fourteen  years  at  Selwyn  House  were  most  rewarding.  I  have  come  away  with  many 
humorous  anecdotes  and  warm  friendships.  The  students,  to  a  very  large  extent,  make  a  school. 
Selwyn  House  has  been  so  fortunate  in  attracting  warm  and  concerned  boys  and  it  is  to  these 
students  that  I  say  "Thank  You"  for  making  my  years  so  enjoyable. 

This  year's  graduating  class  has  been  a  fine  group  of  individuals.  I  am  sure  our  paths  will  cross 
in  the  future  and  so  I  will  not  say  "Adieu"  but  rather  "Au  Revoir".  I  wish  you  all  every  success 
in  your  continuing  education. 

B.S.  Stevens 


8A  AND  SOME  APPROPRIATE  QUOTES 

E.  Blachford  -  "If  we  may  believe  our  logicians,  man  is  distinguished  from  all  other  creatures 
by  the  faculty  of  laughter."  -  Joseph  Addison 

J.  Bogert  -  "To  speed  today;  to  be  put  back  tomorrow."  -  Edmund  Spencer 

A.  Brown  -  "Alex,  my  good  man,  could  you  please  shut  up."  -  J.E.  Iversen 

L.  Coleman  -  "I  was  all  ears."  -  John  Milton 

J.  Dick  -  "The  arts  bablative  and  scriblative."  -  Robert  Southey 

D.  Doheny  -  "This  Satanic  school."  -  Robert  Southey 

A.  Golden  -  "Force  hath  made  supreme."  -  John  Milton 

D.  Higgins  -  "And  then  the  whining  schoolboy  ...  creeping  like  a  snail  unwilling  to  school."  - 

William  Shakespeare 

C.  Keene  -  "Sir,  they've  got  my  Gucci  attache  case!"  -  Chris  Keene 

D.  Kydoniefs  -  "Some  men  are  born  great,  some  achieve  greatness."  -  William  Shakespeare 

A.  Marshall  -  "Under  all  speech  that  is  good  for  anything  there  is  a  silence  that  is  better."  - 

Thomas  Carlyle 

R.  Mason  -  "Go  forth,  putzes  of  the  world."  -  Robert  Mason 

I.  McPherson  -  "Oh-my-God-keep-me  from  goin'  lunatic."  -  Rudyard  Kipling 

A.  Ramsay  -  "No,  I  was  not  born  under  a  riming  planet."  -  William  Shakespeare 

P.  Roman  -  "Off  with  thy  head."  -  William  Shakespeare 

K.  Russel  -  "  'Boys  will  be  boys'  And  even  that  wouldn't  matter  if  we  could  only  prevent  girls 

from  being  girls."  -  Anthony  Hope 

F.  Svenstedt  -  "It  may  be  life,  but  ain't  it  slow."  -  Sir  Alan  Patrick  Herbert 

P.  Thompson  -  "Ah,  stirring  times,  we  live  in  stirring  times."  -  Thomas  Hardy 

E.  Widdicombe  -  "Let's  stop  somebody  from  doing  something!"  -  Sir  Alan  Patrick  Herbert 
H.  Zitzman  -  "Life  is  made  up  of  snobs,  sniffles,  and  smiles,  with  sniffles  predominating."  - 
O.  Henry 
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8B 


Cell-block  8B  contains  the  following  felons  who  are  condemned  to  stay  in  Selwyn  House  for 
numerous  nefarious  deeds  until  1984. 

Adler:  The  'hot-watch'  merchant  who  never  knows  the  time. 

Ahmad:  The  political  passivist. 

Bray:  A  purveyor  of  low-grade,  unsanitary  food  produce. 

Bunge:  Designer  of  pocket-sized  A-bomb  for  the  terrorist  market. 

Capombassis:  Nobody,  including  himself,  knows  why  he  is  here. 

Drummond:  Mugger  of  old  ladies,  even  his  own  grandmother. 

Fato:  Vendor  of  hot  mo-peds,  porno  distributor. 

Fukada:  Computer  crime  specialist  and  mover  of  other  people's  money. 

Grant:  A  big-time  tax  dodger. 

Higgins:  The  cell-block  enforcer. 

Hyde:  A  self-committed  member  of  this  select  group. 

Nader:  Wheeler-dealer  from  southern  Egypt. 

Porteous:  Perpetrator  of  the  famous  "bakery-truck  heist." 

Ruttner:  'Mumbles'  broke  every  rule  in  the  book. 

Ruzius:  Says  he  is  completely  innocent  of  all  charges. 

Sandblom:  Distributor  of  Marxist  literature  during  Sunday  school  classes. 

Seely:  The  Enforcer's  sidekick. 

Siev:  Tried  to  rob  a  train  while  riding  his  mo-ped. 

Smith:  Grower  of  illicit  greenery  in  kitchen  flower  pots. 

Szpyt:  Mistook  cell-block  8B  for  the  Ritz;  has  been  ever  since. 
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8C 


B.  Sheldon 

S. 

Sofin 

L.  Sellitto 

N.  Campeau 

G.  Samuel 

A.  Steinberg 

A.  Sader 

P.  Spaniel 

T.  Razek 

D.  Redwood 

?  THE  COLLECTIVE  MENTALITY  OF  THE 

M.  Audet 

J.  Price 

J.  Blanshay 

D.  Patterson 

A.  DeGiorgis 

C.  McGilton 

A.  Emili 

C.  Lord 

P.  Huang 

A 

.  Joo 
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9A 


Boris  Adjukovic  -  Earth  calling  Lumsden. 

Beckett  Amtmann  -  My  future's  bleak!  Ain't  it  neat? 

Thomas  Antony  -  Bla,  bla,  you  dipstick. 

Robert  Bernier  -  THE  carrot. 

Bruce  Brydon  -  I  don't  want  to  say  anything  that  will  get  me  kicked  out! 

Rex  Chung  -  I  nailed  it  and  stop  harassing  me  with  such  futile  questions! 

Steven  Clark  -  A  swell  guy. 

Probal  Lala  -  Check-mate!  Now  doesn't  that  sound  good? 

Gregory  Lupu  -  Just  freeze,  string  bean! 

Tommy  MacFarlane  -  Mass  Confusion. 

Hagen  Mehnert  -  The  clock  struck  three.  Let's  go  party! 

Gaelan  O'Donnell  -  Nine  years  is  enough.  See  you  all  in  another  world. 

Alain  Ozkan  -  He  never  was  here  to  say  anthing. 

Stephen  Penner  -  Excuse  me,  sir,  but  ... 

James  Phillips  -  Bagle  Boss. 

Christian  Robertson  -  Gad,  really!  I  sewear! 

James  Soutar  -  What  are  we  going  to  do  this  weekend? 

Edwin  Taguchi  -  Samurai  Eddy. 

Phillippe  Ventura  -  There  is  nothing  more  unstable  than  instability. 
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9B  SAYINGS 


Kim  Balles  -  Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  summer  day?  -  Shakespeare 

Adam    Bandeen    -    Let    me    not    to    the    marriage    of   true    minds    admit    impediments    - 
Shakespeare 

German  Delgado  -  Listen  to  others,  even  the  dull  and  ignorant.  They  too  have  their  story.  - 
St.  Paul 

Martin  Essig  -  Excuse  me  while  I  kiss  the  sky.  -  Jimi  Hendrix 
Alberto  Gatti  -  To  be  or  ...?  Damn! 

Vytas  Gruodis  -  At  these  voluptuous  accents,  he  arose,  Ethereal,  flushed  like  a  throbbing 
star.  -  Keats 

Seiji  Gutierrez  -  When  I  suddenly  get  the  urge  to  work,  I  lie  down  until  it  passes. 
Mark  Jany  -  The  light  at  the  end  of  the  tunnel  is  the  headlight  of  an  oncoming  train.  - 
Murphy's  Law 

Geoffrey  Moore  -  You've  got  one  life  to  live.  So  live  it  up. 

Murdo  Murchison  -  Doing  easily  what  others  find  difficult  is  talent;  doing  what  is  im- 
possible for  talent  is  genius.  -  Journal 
Giles  Sander  -  Well,  I'm  not  sure. 

Sean  Sensor  -  Do  not  despise  the  snake  for  having  no  horns,  for  who  may  say  he  will  not 
become  a  dragon.  And  so  may  one  just  man  become  an  army.  -  Walter  Margin 
Karim  Shariff  -  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths  -  Shakespeare 
Michael  Stevenson  -  Su  mer  is  icumen  in  lhude  sing  cuccu.  -  Anonymous 
Nick  Tingley  -  Turn  on,  tune  out,  drop  out! 
Nick  Von  Moltke  -  Make  like  a  trio  and  leave. 

Geoffrey  Wagg  -  Tomorrow  and  tomorrow  and  tomorrow  ...  -  Shakespeare 
Mike  Vinovich  -  This  may  be  suffering 

This  may  be  pleasure 

I'm  unaware  of  any  difference  -  Pete  Townshend 
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9C 


Under  the  skilful  direction  of  Mr.  Litvack,  9C,  a  motley  collection  of  bodies  and  even  the  odd 
brain  here  and  there,  progressed  slowly  but  surely  towards  the  elusive  goal  of  mediocrity.  Despite 
apparent  deficiencies,  the  class  had  some  sterling  qualities.  Whatever  they  lacked  in  intellect  and 
savoir  faire,  they  more  than  adequately  made  up  for  in  charisma,  sincerity,  and  even  a  touch  of 
consideration  and  kindness.  And  maybe  someday  the  guys  of  9C  will  even  be  worthy  of  a  class 
note  such  as  this. 

Geoffrey  Adams 
Fenton  Aylmer 
Liam  Ball 
Neil  Beaton 
Jonathan  Burnham 
David  Doyle 
Derek  Eaton 
Jonathan  Elkin 
Glen  Freedman 
Richard  Gouveia 
David  Ham 
Thomas  Hood 
Hiro  Kataoka 
John  Kardos 
John  Kelly 
Kirko  Kirkov 
Guy  MacLaren 
Bryan  Price 
Pierce  Reid 
Matthew  Ullmann 
Michael  Vinovich 
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10A 
THE  SELWYN  TENTH  REGIMENT 


Stephen  Ahern 
Colin  Chang 
Sean  "Jones"  Cote 
Pippo  deLeonardis 
Gavin  Drummond 
Sebastien  Gault 
Robert  "Discus"  Keene 
Esko  Kilpinen 
Philip  "Boots"  Lapin 
Marc  Minztberg 


Anthony  "Lips"  Munro 
Timothy  Reid 
Paul  Sadar 

Robert  "Beef"  Sephton 
Jonathan  Torriani 
Timothy  Utting 
Andrew  Woodall 
William  Zacharkiw 
Timothy  "Vimy"  Zyto 
Dr.  Byron  Harker 


With  courage  and  dignity,  the  Selwyn  Tenth  challenged  school  authority  on  every  front  -  the 
classrooms,  the  dining  room,  the  library.  Though  they  were  doomed  to  suffer  defeat  at  the  hands 
of  the  administration,  they  struggled  valiantly  to  the  very  end  and  won  the  hearts  of  rebels  and 
anarchists  throughout  the  echoing  hallways  of  the  school.  Their  sacrifice  was  an  inspiration  to  all 
those  seeking  justice  and  equality  in  society.  Entombed  somewhere  beneath  the  building  lie  the 
bold  men  of  the  Selwyn  Tenth.  Their  spirit  lives  on  to  fuel  the  fires  of  resistance  movements  with 
the  school. 

The  Selwyn  Tenth  -  The  few,  the  proud. 
Lest  we  forget 
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Considering  the  diversity  of  the  members  of  this  class,  it  is  amazing  we  ever  lasted  the 
year.  We  have  our  silent  types,  our  preps,  our  intellectuals,  our  diplomats,  our  no-minds, 
and  our  generally  UNUSUAL  people.  Nonetheless,  this  motley  crew  survived  its  captivity 
with  collective  sanity.  I  offer  this  page  as  a  dedication  to  those  who  managed  to  cope  with 
this  year: 


John  Armstrong 
Duncan  Ball 
William  Coffey 
John  Cowling 
Grant  Daly 
Ron  Aguayo 
Santiago  deChurruca 
Chris  Donald 
Chris  Eberts 
Theo  Homa 
Peter  Maag 


Andrew  MacKay 
Mike  Morden 
John  O'Brien 
David  Pascal 
Geoff  Reford 
Gerry  Reusing 
John  Shearson 
Dave  Skinner 
Denis  Stevens 
Scott  Vineberg 
Warren  Reid 
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GRADUATING  CLASS  OF  '81 


Without  a  doubt,  the  graduating  class  of  1980-81  has  been  unique.  This  class  has  shown  itself 
to  be  original  in  many  ways.  They  have  had  the  ability  to  remain  in  school  ever  since  their 
traumatic  year  in  grade  nine  with  very  few  dropping  by  the  wayside.  Each  has  been  an  individual 
who  will  go  his  own  way,  in  spite  of  the  rigours  of  his  education  at  S.H.S.  The  year  started  off 
with  a  dynamic  weekend  at  Ayers  Cliff,  that  saw  a  large  number  of  staff,  and  all  grade  elevens, 
delving  into  matters  of  leadership  and  diversified,  creative  talents.  The  various  dances  (including 
the  E.C.S.  dance  lessons),  proved  to  be  most  popular,  especially  with  those  who  excelled  in 
"ballroom"  dancing.  One  of  the  highlights  of  the  year  was  the  production  of  the  play  "Twelve 
Angry  Men",  which  saw  the  boys  show  their  excellent  acting  talents.  Spring  showed  itself  on 
April  first  by  the  manifestation  of  the  boys'  true  manliness  in  E.C.S.  'drag'.  All  the  best  in  your 
future  endeavours! 

David  Williams 
Barry  Williams 
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ACT*VITIES 
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DEBATING 


The  Selwyn  House  Debating  Club  enjoyed  a  very  successful  year.  Over  the  course  of  the  year  Selwyn  House 
debaters  improved  their  oratory  skills  at  a  variety  of  functions.  Aside  from  the  usual  debating,  Selwyn  House  boys 
enjoyed  much  success  at  various  model  parliaments,  public  speaking  tournaments,  and  debating  contests. 

On  April  10,  Selwyn  House  School  hosted  the  Provincial  Debating  Championships.  Represented  at  this  tour- 
nament were  the  best  highschool  debaters  in  Quebec.  This  tournament  ultimately  decided  the  seven  debaters  who 
would  represent  Quebec  in  the  National  Debating  Championships.  This  event  was  a  success  on  two  fronts:  not  only 
were  we  able  to  carry  off  the  tournament  without  major  upheaval,  but  we  were  also  fortunate  in  getting  one  of  our 
team  members,  John  Shannon,  a  berth  on  the  Quebec  team.  The  Quebec  team  went  on  to  place  second  in  the 
Nationals,  and  John  Shannon  won  the  public  speaking  segment  of  the  tournament. 

Among  the  other  noteworthy  events  were  Robert  Gialloreto's  placing  second  at  Queen's  University  Tournament, 
Phillip  Lapin  and  Colin  Chang's  winning  the  E.C.S.  Tournament,  and  Tim  Reid's  performance  at  the  Model 
Parliament.  The  debating  year  ended  on  Activities  Night  when  Garth  Bray  won  the  Public  Speaking  Award. 

Middle  school  debaters  enjoyed  a  good  year,  participating  in  debates  at  L.C.C.,  Trafalgar,  Dawson  College,  and 
Chambly  County  High  School.  Also,  a  number  of  grade  six  students  visited  Roslyn  School  to  debate  students  of 
their  own  age. 

We  all  look  forward  with  keen  anticipation  to  next  year's  S.H.S.  debating  team.  We  are  confident  that  this  liaison 
will  continue  and  ultimately  foster  debating  at  the  elementary  school  level. 
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CHESS  CLUB 


The  chess  club  had  a  successful  season  this  year.  The  caliber  of  play  improved  quickly  with  the 
purchase  of  three  new  chess  clocks.  These  clocks  allow  the  members  to  play  many  two  or  three  minute 
games  in  one  period,  thereby  rapidly  gaining  them  a  wide  experience.  All  members  donated  money  for 
these  clocks,  and  the  school  matched  the  total. 

Members  had  an  opportunity  to  join  the  Canadian  Chess  Federation,  and  the  Montreal  Chess 
League.  Four  members  participated  in  tournaments  sponsored  by  the  Montreal  Chess  League.  Special 
mention  goes  to  John  Czaharyn,  Esko  Kilpinen,  Thomas  Antony,  and  Michael  Vinovich.  Michael 
Vinovich  won  a  first  place  medal  in  his  category.  Congratulations  to  these  and  to  all  members  for  a 
fine  year. 

Brad  Moffat 


73 


THE  SELWYN 

HOUSE 
SCIENCE  FAIR 


Junior  Section 

First  Prize:  James  Dale 
Second  Prize:  Robert  Sarfi 

Laird  MacDonald 
David  Tang-Wai 

Senior  Section 

First  Prize:  James  Soutar 
Second  Prize:  Hirschel  Bernstein 


The  first  annual  Selwyn  House  Science  Fair  was  a  tremendous  success  with  forty-seven  entries  in  both 
divisions.  The  boys  displayed  many  interesting  projects  from  electric  motors  to  cyclone  generators.  There  is 
every  indication  that  next  year  competition  and  interest  in  the  Science  Fair  will  be  even  greater. 
Congratulations  to  all  participants  for  their  efforts. 


THE  SENIOR  ART  GROUP 

This  year  the  Senior  Art  group  pursued  a  variety  of  interesting  projects:  pen  and  ink  drawing,  water  colours, 
pastels  and  sketching.  The  culmination  of  this  group's  efforts  was  the  annual  Activities  Night,  where  all  of  the 
art  works  were  displayed.  Thanks  to  Mrs.  Pinchuk  for  her  enthusiasm  and  effort  in  delighting  the  boys  who 
undertook  to  create  fine  art. 

-  The  Central  Committee 
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YEARBOOK 


Putting  together  a  project  as  complex  and  all-inclusive  as  a  yearbook,  in  which  one  tries  to  represent 
pretty  well  everything  that  happened  in  the  school  year,  is  a  demanding  task,  and,  to  this  yearbook  ad- 
visor at  least,  a  kind  of  lesson  in  learning  how  to  fight  down  panic.  "Do  we  have  all  the  grad  notes? 
What  about  candid  photos?  Do  they  tell  the  story?  And  did  Jones  hand  in  that  article  on  sports  that  he 
promised?"  These  thoughts  and  others  cause  the  questioner  to  sit  starkly  upright  in  the  middle  of  the 
night,  to  fumble  around  for  the  light  so  as  to  make  a  note  of  it.  Somehow,  putting  it  onto  a  list  is  a 
comfort  of  a  kind,  because  this  usually  leads  to  the  item's  actually  getting  done. 

The  yearbook  is  fun  to  do  -  let  us  make  no  mistake  about  it.  There  is  a  great  feeling  of  satisfaction  in 
seeing  all  those  pieces  ultimately  fit  together.  We  only  hope  that  you  have  as  much  fun  reading  it. 

W.M.  Reid 
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WOODWORK  1980-81 


With  both  Senior  and  Middle  School  Activity  Groups  well  attended  there  was  much  worthwhile  energy  expended 
this  year  in  the  Workshop.  Worthy  of  special  note  are  Reed  Ballon  for  his  pine  desk  and  William  Coffey  for  his 
garden  chair.  Other  projects  of  interest  include  a  chandelier  by  Bruce  Cawdron  and  a  garden  table  by  Geoffrey 
Reford.  In  spite  of  the  difficulty  in  obtaining  suitable  wood  for  turning,  several  boys  made  some  well-turned  bowls 
and  lamps.  It  is  unfortunate  that  we  cannot  open  our  doors  to  the  many  others  who  would  like  to  partake  in  this 
interesting  and  worthwhile  hobby,  but  space  does  not  permit  enlarging  the  classes. 


ELECTRONICS  CLUB 


As  has  been  the  case  in  the  past,  the  members  of  the  Electronics  Club  have  set  themselves  rather  modest  goals  for 
the  year,  including  covering  a  sufficient  amount  of  theory  to  make  practical  working  with  simple  kits  more 
meaningful.  The  members  of  the  group  came  out  of  grades  seven  and  eight,  where  theory  seems  to  become 
somewhat  abstract.  Therefore,  an  attempt  is  made  to  simplify  this  theory,  so  that  the  fun  aspect  is  not  entirely  lost. 
We  covered  basic  electron  theory,  having  a  look  at  how  electrons  move,  how  static  charges  build  up,  and  the  func- 
tions performed  by  the  parts  that  go  into  the  kits  -  transformers,  resistors,  capacitors,  and  so  on.  Some  use  was 
made  of  symbols  for  the  various  parts,  and  water  analogies  to  explain  how  they  work.  One  or  two  boys  were  already 
relatively  expert  in  the  field,  while  others  were  absolute  beginners,  so  it  was  always  necessary  to  have  various  dif- 
ferent projects  going.  If  not  a  great  number  of  operating  devices  result,  at  least  everyone  has  a  chance  at  using  the 
tools  of  the  trade  -  a  soldering  gun,  drills,  etc. 

It  must  be  admitted  that  last  year's  goals  -  putting  a  man  on  Jupiter,  creating  life,  and  solving  the  world's  energy 
problems  -  may  have  been  slightly  over-ambitious,  but  it  is  felt  that  this  year's  goal  -  to  build  a  twenty  foot  statue  in 
Westmount  Park,  created  entirely  out  of  Radio  Shack  solder  -  may  be  more  possible  of  attainment.  Good  luck  and 
Tally  Ho! 

W.R. 


THE  MIDDLE  SCHOOL  CHESS  CLUB 

The  Chess  Club,  also  under  the  supervision  of  old  Semi-Kojak  (Mr.  L.),  had  another  successful  year  in  1980-81. 
The  first  part  of  the  year  was  devoted  to  preparation  for  the  annual  tournament,  while  the  second  part,  supposedly 
only  casual  chess  between  members,  saw  some  fierce  inter-club  rivalries  develop,  as  well  as  the  introduction  of  a 
number  of  new  versions  of  the  ancient  game.  All  in  all,  it  was  an  enjoyable  time  for  all  participants. 
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PHOTOGRAPHY 


This  year  the  photography  club,  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Krindle,  had  another  successful  and  entertaining 
year.  The  boys  made  full  use  of  the  school's  dark  room  to  develop  many  candid  shots  which  went  on  display 
on  Activities  Night  or  were  used  for  THE  YEARBOOK.  Sean  Maxwell,  Probal  Lala,  and  Edwin  Tagutchi 
^deserve  special  mention  for  their  skills. 

-  The  Central  Committee 


THE  MATH  CLUB 


The  Math  Club,  under  the  supervision  of  Mr.  Litvack,  tried  to  stimulate  interest  and  creativity  in  Mathematics. 
The  students  were  exposed  to  a  variety  of  Mathematical  puzzles,  and  some  time  was  devoted  to  preparing  students 
for  the  annual  Junior  Math  Competition.  The  ideal,  which  this  year  as  well  as  any  other  we  feel  we  have  met,  is  to 
strive  to  make  Math  a  recreational  but  constructive  activity. 


E  =  MC 
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JUNIOR  AND  SENIOR  JAZZ  BANDS 

Activities  period  this  year  was  enjoyed  by  thirty  music  students.  The  Senior  Jazz  Band  was  comprised  of  ten 
musicians  and  the  Junior  Jazz  Band  twenty  musicians.  Strains  of  the  trumpet,  saxophone,  trombone,  piano,  bass 
and  drums  could,  in  addition  to  activities  period,  be  heard  EARLY  Tuesday  and  Wednesday  mornings,  accompanied 
by  a  variety  of  yawns  and  assorted  states  of  wakefulness. 

The  Junior  Jazz  Band  had  good  leadership  from  the  second  year  students  who  helped  the  'rookies'  gain  skills 
required  for  ensemble  playing.  The  performance  of  the  Junior  Jazz  Band  was  very  well  received  on  Activities  Night. 
A  concert  at  the  Westmount  Manor  proved  to  be  a  highlight  of  the  year.  Some  of  the  members  of  the  Junior  Jazz 
Band  participated  in  the  'Christmas  Concert  and  Carol  Service'  as  well  as  at  Prize  Giving. 

This  year  the  Senior  Jazz  Band  was  very  active.  Performances  this  year  included,  entertaining  at  a  number  of 
school  assemblies,  a  gratifying  concert  at  Westmount  Manor  and  participation  in  the  Christmas  Concert  and  Prize 
Giving.  The  highlight  of  the  Senior  Jazz  Band  program  was  a  trip  to  the  Eastern  Townships  where  the  band  per- 
formed demonstration  concerts  for  two  elementary  schools.  The  trip  was  very  satisfying  musically  and  left  everyone 
with  a  strong  'esprit  de  corps'.  A  demonstration  concert  at  Roslyn  School  rounded  off  the  year. 

The  bands  look  forward  to  an  even  more  enthusiastic  program  next  year. 

David  Nutting 
Director 
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J.E.  IVERSEN 


Mr.  James  E.  Iversen  began  his  leaching  career  when  he 
joined  the  staff  of  Selwyn  House  on  Redpath  Street  in  1951. 
In  those  early  years,  he  showed  his  versatility  by  teaching 
Mathematics  and  English  as  well  as  French.  In  1957,  he 
became  head  of  the  French  department.  During  these  years, 
Mr.  Iversen  assisted  with  the  Games'  programme,  but  his 
special  field  was  organizing  the  annual  ski  meets  which 
contributed  so  largely  to  the  vigorous  inter-House  rivalries. 

In  1968,  Mr.  Iversen  was  appointed  Assistant  Headmaster 
under  Dr.  Robert  A.  Speirs.  In  that  capacity,  he  was  the 
University  Counsellor,  and  the  supervisor  for  the  Student's 
Council,  the  Entertainment  Committee  and  the  Project 
Society.  As  well,  the  Seiwyn  House  Newsletter,  sent  out  to 
parents  and  Old  Boys,  was  created  under  his  initiative,  and 
produced  by  him  until  his  retirement. 

After  leaving  Selwyn  House  in  1972  for  a  year,  Mr.  Iversen 
returned  to  the  school  and  the  classroom.  During  the  tenure 
of  Headmaster  Toubetzkoy,  he  taught  Mathematics  in  grades 
seven  and  eight,  continued  to  counsel  senior  students  in  their 
choices  of  Universities  and  to  write  the  Newsletter. 

After  thirty  years,  Mr.  Iversen  has  chosen  to  retire  at  what  he  considers  an  appropriate  juncture  in  his  life.  His 
children  are  all  grown  and  away  from  home,  and  retirement  will  offer  him  the  time  to  pursue  his  own  varied  in- 
terests and  to  visit  more  frequently  his  family  which  is  as  far  west  as  Banff  and  as  far  east  as  Halifax. 
Selwyn  House  wishes  Mr.  Iversen  and  his  charming  wife,  Mary,  many  happy  years  ahead. 
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OLD  BOYS'  DINNER 


The  Old  Boys'  dinner,  which  took  place  on  Monday,  May  4th  at  the  School,  brought  together  some  125  members 
of  the  Association  for  a  pleasant  evening  of  shared  memories.  Cocktails  served  in  the  dining  room  were  followed  by 
a  sumptuous  meal  prepared  by  Nina  at  candle-lit  tables  in  the  gym.  The  scene  present  quite  a  contrast  to  the  normal, 
noisy  proceedings  of  the  daily  use  of  the  gym. 

Following  dinner,  President  Harry  Bloomfield  brought  the  Old  Boys  up  to  date  on  Association  business  and  then 
called  upon  Mr.  E.C.  Moodey  ('Moo')  to  propose  a  toast  to  the  School.  'Moo'  responded  in  his  inimitable,  droll, 
and,  at  times,  ironic  manner,  much  to  the  delight  of  his  many  ex-students  in  the  audience. 

Mr.  Douglas  Robertson,  Chairman  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  Selwyn  House  then  paid  tribute  to  retiring 
Headmaster  Alexis  Troubetzkoy  for  the  many  contributions  he  had  made  to  the  School  during  his  tenure  as 
Headmaster. 

Mr.  Troubetzkoy  spoke  fondly  of  his  years  at  Selwyn  House,  likening  himself  to  the  conductor  of  a  symphony 
who  had  brought  into  tune  the  disparate  groups  that  made  up  the  School  community.  Mr.  Troubetzkoy  closed  his 
remarks  by  passing  a  baton  to  Mr.  Robert  Manion,  the  Headmaster-Elect. 

Mr.  Manion's  remarks  were  pithy  and  few;  he  offered  no  promises  other  than  hard  work  and  dedication. 
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OLD  BOY  ATHLETIC  EVENTS 


This  year,  the  school  hosted  three  exciting  and  well-attended  athletic  competitions 
between  the  Old  Boys  and  the  senior  teams  of  Selwyn  House.  In  the  fall,  despite 
bad  weather,  a  very  competitive  soccer  game  was  played  between  the  graduates  and 
the  senior  soccer  team.  Despite  strong  effort  by  the  Old  Boys,  our  senior  team  came 
out  ahead  at  the  end  by  a  score  of  5-2. 

In  the  winter,  the  Old  Boys  once  again  attempted  to  defeat  their  rivals,  the 
Midget  basketball  team.  Led  by  Kenneth  Clark,  the  Old  Boys  tried  to  out-play  the 
very  strong  midget  team.  The  score  in  this  game  was  heavily  in  favour  of  the  school 
team. 

With  the  arrival  of  spring,  the  Old  Boys,  filled  with  renewed  hope,  gathered 
together  to  play  a  rugby  match  against  the  senior  team.  Hard  work  and  enthusiasm 
paid  off  as  the  Old  Boys  finally  succeeded  in  attaining  a  victory. 

The  three  athletic  events  were  well  attended,  each  being  followed  by  an  informal 
gathering  at  the  school  afterwards.  Many  thanks  and  congratulations  to  all  those 
participating  in  these  events. 
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THE  SENIOR  PLAY 


Following  the  tradition  set  by  Clive  Spiegel's  production  of  The  Importance  of  Being  Earnest,  the  senior  boys, 
under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Harker,  presented  a  highly  successful  pair  of  performances  on  April  13  and  14  at  St. 
Matthias'  Church.  The  play  was  The  Twelve  Angry  Men,  Reginald  Rose's  famous  television  drama,  which  orginally 
starred  Henry  Fonda  and  Lee  J.  Cobb.  The  action  of  the  play,  set  in  New  York  in  the  late  1950's,  details  the 
deliberations  of  a  murder  jury  in  the  trial  of  a  nineteen-year-old  slum  boy  who  is  alleged  to  have  knifed  his  father. 

At  the  outset,  Juror  Eight  (Nicholas  Pratley)  is  alone  in  his  vote  to  acquit  the  boy;  but  by  the  end  of  the  play,  he 
has  convinced  all  but  the  irascible  Juror  Three  (John  Shannon)  that  there  is  "reasonable  doubt"  of  the  boy's  guilt, 
the  evidence  all  being  circumstantial.  Finally,  Number  Three  succumbs  to  the  pressure  of  the  others,  including  even 
the  Foreman  (Garth  Bray)  and  several  other  hard-nosed  allies  -  Jurors  Four  (Andrew  Vivian),  Seven  (David  Skin- 
ner), and  Ten  (Robert  Gialloreto)  -  to  send  a  unanimous  vote  of  acquittal.  The  first  to  align  himself  with  Juror 
Eight  is  an  old  man,  Juror  Nine  (Lian  Ball),  who  finds  reason  to  doubt  the  testimony  of  an  old  man  like  himself; 
the  man,  says  Juror  Nine,  may  have  glossed  over  the  strict  truth  in  order  to  gain  attention.  Juror  Twelve  (Clark 
Schwab),  another  old  man  and  a  recent  immigrant,  is  sensitive  enough  to  the  feelings  of  the  alienated  to  vote  not 
guilty  on  the  next  vote.  Jurors  Five  (Sebastian  Gault),  Six  (Aymen  Nader),  and  Two  (John  O'Brien)  waver  between 
guilty  and  not  guilty  under  the  rival  arguments  of  Jurors  Eight  and  Four;  but  finally,  they  come  on  side,  along  with 
a  restive  advertising  executive,  Juror  Twelve  (Stephen  Ahern),  when  it  emerges  under  Juror  Eight's  inspiration  that 
the  only  eye-witness  to  the  crime  would  not  have  been  wearing  her  thick  bifocals  at  the  time  of  the  murder. 

The  play  was  good  enough  to  become  in  performance  a  live  thing  on  its  own.  Each  of  the  players  made  his  own 
powerful  contribution  to  the  play  and  to  its  title.  Especially  note-worthy  performances  came  from  the  five  stars, 
Nicholas  Pratley,  John  Shannon,  Andrew  Vivian,  David  Skinner,  and  Robert  Gialloreto;  but  even  the  bit  players 
(Scott  Vineberg  as  the  guard  and  David  Stevenson  as  the  Judge  and  Court  Clerk)  turned  in  colorful  and  credible 
performances.  The  production  staff,  too,  did  well  under  Stage  Manager  David  Stevenson  and  technical  advisors  Mr. 
Warren  Reid  and  Mrs.  Patricia  Marsh.  Thanks  to  everyone  whose  co-operation  made  this  play  a  spectacular  entry  in 
what  we  are  sure  will  prove  a  long  and  glowing  tradition! 

Thanks  are  extended  to  Mr.  Harker  for  his  excellent  direction  and  leadership. 
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PRODUCTION  STAFF 


Director: 

Stage  Manager: 

Technical  Advisors: 

Makeup  Crew: 


Set  Construction  Crew: 


Lighting  and  Audio  Crew: 


Stage  Properties: 

Posters  and  Stage  Diagrams: 

Publicity  and  Tickets  Crew: 


Special  Thanks  to: 


Dr.  Byron  Harker 
David  Stevenson 
Mr.  Warren  Reid 
Mrs.  Patricia  Marsh 
Mrs.  Margo  Ford  Johansen 
Ladies  and  Gentlemen  from  the 
Drama    Department,    The    New 
School,  Dawson  College 
David  Osmond 
Mr.  Jack  Martin 
Peter  Stewart 
Ian  Aitken 
Robert  Bernier 
Michael  Vinovich 
Robert  Bernier 
John  Housez 
John  Kardos 
Mr.  Geoffrey  Dowd 
Giles  Sander 
Kirkow  Kirkov 

Mrs.     Margo    Ford    Johansen, 
"angel"  of  the  project; 
Mr.    Warren    Reid,     chief    in- 
terference-runner; 
Mr.    Jack    Martin,    chief    car- 
penter; 

Mr.      Robin      Wearing,      chief 
provider  of  rehearsal  time; 
Mr.  Alexis  Troubetzkoy,  Chief 
Provider; 

Archdeacon  Doidge,  Mr. 
Gordon  Chalmers,  Miss  Marge 
Morgan,  Mr.  Stephen  Crisp  - 
the  Staff  of  St.  Matthias 
Church 
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FUND  DRIVES 


During  the  course  of  the  year  students  from  various  levels  of  the  School  have  involved  themselves  in  projects  to 
raise  monies  for  worthy  causes. 

Last  December  a  drive  to  obtain  funds  for  Italian  earthquake  victims  was  headed  by  members  of  Grade  10  in- 
cluding Colin  Chang,  Phillip  Lapin,  Denis  Stevens,  Tim  Reid,  Amedeo  and  Simone  Pace  and  John  Paul  Bartolini 
and  Sean  Cote.  The  group  ran  a  well  organized  appeal,  maintaining  a  high  degree  of  student  interest  in  the  cam- 
paign by  skillful  use  of  posters,  notices  and  frequent  announcements. 

Their  combined  efforts  paid  off  handsomely  and  a  total  of  $1,000.00  was  raised  by  contributions  from  the  student 
body,  the  staff  and  the  School  itself. 

Early  this  spring,  Grade  10,  under  the  leadership  of  David  Skinner,  conducted  a  sale  of  grapefruit  and  oranges  to 
students  and  staff.  Orders  for  cases  or  half  cases,  which  had  been  solicited  over  a  period  of  several  weeks,  were 
placed  at  the  wholesale  level.  Delivery  of  fruit  to  the  School  and  distribution  of  all  orders  were  handled  by  the 
student  organizers  in  a  flawless  fashion;  and  the  School's  Endowment  Fund  was  $1,800.00  richer  because  of  Grade 
10's  combined  efforts. 

Another  beneficiary  of  student  fund  raising  was  the  Multiple  Sclerosis  campaign.  Students  in  the  Junior  and 
Middle  Schools  combined  their  efforts  and  talents  to  organize  a  Read-a-thon  which  resulted  in  a  donation  of 
$1,499,33  being  made  to  this  Organization.  This  sum  represents  a  sizeable  increase  over  last  year's  gift,  and  it  was 
earned  by  these  younger  students  reading  a  total  of  586  books. 

Winners  of  the  M.S.  Read-a-thon  were: 

1st:  DARREN  WAXMAN,  Grade  5,  $163.00 

2nd:  JASON  LEUS,  Grade  3,  $90.00 

3rd:  MICHAEL  RILEY,  Grade  5,  $86.00 

Those  receiving  Honorable  Mention  were:  Bret  Dougherty  (Grade  2),  Derek  Vesey  (Grade  4),  David  Kaufman 
(Grade  6),  George  Hadjipavlou  (Grade  4),  Stephen  Scale  (Grade  2). 

The  Student  Combined  Appeal  Committee  this  year  again  sponsored  a  two-fold  campaign  to  raise  funds.  As  in 
past  years,  the  committee  directed  a  Casino  afternoon  which  took  place  in  the  gym  and  a  lottery  which  offered  over 
$300.00  in  prizes. 

The  Casino,  headed  by  Andrew  Smith  (Grade  11),  transformed  the  gym  into  a  vast  gambling  palace  where  a  coin 
toss,  wheel  of  fortune,  craps  table,  and  other  tests  of  skill  and  chance,  including  a  computer  games  section,  garnered 
$450.00  for  the  campaign. 

During  the  month  prior  to  the  Casino  event,  lottery  tickets  were  sold  in  both  the  Junior  and  Senior  schools. 
Offered  as  prizes  were  a  black  and  white  television  set,  a  Birk's  silver  tray,  tickets  to  the  executive  box  for  a  Manic 
soccer  game,  dinner  for  two  at  Hotel  La  Cite  and  numerous  other  attractive  offerings. 

Enthusiasm  for  this  event  was  especially  high  among  members  of  the  Junior  school  and  they  contributed  over  SO^o 
of  the  final  total  of  $500.00. 

Because  this  year  saw  the  formal  launching  of  the  Endowment  Fund,  the  Appeal  committee  very  generously 
decided  to  donate  all  their  earnings,  $950.00,  to  the  newly  created  Fund. 


WINTER  CARNIVAL 


This  year's  Winter  Carnival  was  the  most  successful  one  the  school  has  ever  hosted.  On  Thursday  night  the  school 
hosted  a  dance,  inviting  Trafalgar  and  the  Study,  which  was  well  attended.  The  event  featured  a  performance  from 
The  Bad  Sinners  with  The  Destroyers  playing  music  while  the  band  rested. 

The  next  day,  at  the  crack  of  dawn,  the  seniors  headed  down  to  Jay  Peak  for  what  turned  out  to  be  a  great  day's 
skiing  for  both  downhill  and  cross-country.  By  Friday  evening,  as  the  Voyageur  buses  rolled  into  town,  a  tired  group 
reflected  on  what  had  been  a  great  two  days. 


86 


FOUNDER'S  DAY 


87 


SCHOOL  TRIP 


During  this  year's  spring  break,  a  group  of  thirty  four  students,  parents  and  teachers  spent  an  unforgettable  ten 
days  exploring  Egypt  under  the  leadership  of  Mr.  Leigh  Seville.  This  was  his  24th  student  trip  since  joining  Selwyn 
House  thirteen  years  ago,  and  his  experience  in  this  field  proved  most  valuable  to  all  the  members  of  the  tour. 

The  group  left  Dorval  on  March  14  and  flew  to  Cairo  via  New  York,  Vienna  and  Amman,  Jordan.  The  first  half 
of  the  trip  was  spent  in  Cairo  at  the  El  Borg  Hotel.  From  here,  various  tours  were  undertaken  by  the  group.  These 
included  visits  to  the  Egyptian  Museum  of  the  Antiquities,  Egypt's  ancient  capital  of  Memphis,  the  funerary 
necropolis  of  King  Zoser  and  the  Great  Pyramids  at  Giza  where  everyone  had  a  chance  to  see  the  famed  Sphinx. 
Also  included  in  the  tour  of  the  Cairo  area  were  a  trip  to  the  Citadel,  the  Mosques  and  the  Khan  El  Khali  Bazaar 
where  the  members  of  the  tour  very  quickly  learned  the  Middle  Eastern  art  of  bargaining. 

Other  interesting  activities  that  took  place  were  boat  ride  down  the  Nile,  visits  to  various  Coptic  Churches  and  a 
night  at  a  club  near  Cairo  where  various  cultural  displays,  including  belly  dancing,  occurred. 

From  Cairo,  the  group  took  an  overnight  train  to  Luxor.  Once  there,  they  visited  the  Valley  of  the  Queens,  the 
Ramesseum  and  the  Valley  of  the  Kings,  where  King  Tut's  tomb  is  located.  Also  seen  were  the  Temples  of  Karnak 
and  Luxor  with  their  impressive  columns  and  obelisks. 

The  group  returned  to  Cairo  by  plane  from  which  the  green  valley  of  the  Nile  river  could  easily  be  distinguished 
from  the  dry,  yellow  of  the  Sahara  Desert.  The  next  day,  the  tour  left  Cairo  to  return  to  Montreal.  A  five-hour 
delay  at  Amman  caused  the  group  to  miss  a  connecting  flight  to  Dorval  from  JFK  and  led  to  an  overnight  stay  in 
New  York.  Finally,  on  March  24,  the  trip  ended  with  the  arrival  at  Dorval. 

The  trip  was  a  most  invaluable  educational  experience  for  all  those  involved.  Mr.  Seville  should  be  thanked  for  his 
work  and  all  should  look  forward  to  his  plans  for  a  visit  to  Greece  next  spring. 

Joe  Kovalik 


A  FAREWELL  TO  ALEXIS  TROUBETZKOY  AND 

BARRY  STEVENS; 
A  WELCOME  TO  ROBERT  MANION 

The  Yearbook  staff  wishes  to  welcome  the  new  headmaster  of  the  school,  Mr. 
Robert  Manion,  who  took  over  during  the  summer  of  1981.  Our  next  Yearbook 
will  feature  his  first  message  in  the  time-honoured  position  at  the  front  of  the 
book. 

Mr.  Alexis  Troubetzkoy  has  become  Headmaster  of  Appleby  College  in  On- 
tario. We  wish  him  every  success.  It  was  at  Christmas  1980  that  he  told  us  he 
would  be  leaving.  More  of  a  surprise  -  coming  late  in  the  school  year  -  was  Barry 
Stevens'  announcement  that  he  had  accepted  the  Headmastership  of  Centennial 
Academy,  here  in  Montreal.  To  Barry,  as  well,  go  our  best  wishes  for  every 
success. 

Robert  Manion  comes  to  the  school  from  St.  George's  College,  Toronto,  where 
he  was  Director  of  Studies.  His  background  includes  periods  at  Pickering 
College,  Newmarket,  Ont.,  and  schools  in  Massachussetts  and  New  York  State. 

Mr.  Manion's  B.A.  in  French  was  taken  at  Syracuse  University,  N.Y.,  his 
M.A.  in  English  at  York  University,  Toronto  and  his  post-graduate  work  in 
Middle  Eastern  Studies  was  completed  at  Harvard  University.  In  1975,  he  held 
the  Braitmayer  Fellowship,  awarded  by  the  National  Association  of  Independent 
Schools;  in  1977  he  was  elected  to  the  Cum  Laude  Society. 

We  look  forward  to  a  happy  period  under  an  energetic  headmaster  who,  we 
know,  will  continue  the  fine  tradition  of  scholarship  that  is  so  much  a  part  of 
Selwyn  House.  We  hope  the  pleasure  will  be  equal  on  both  sides. 


Robert  Manion, 
Headmaster-Elect. 


I'm  really  supposed  to  be  on  a  diet  but 
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Coming  and  Going 
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You'll  look  pretty  funny  with  that  camera 
down  your  throat. 


Ve  have  vays  of  making  you  talk. 


From  all  the  students,  thanks  Mark. 


Why's  everyone  always  picking  on  me? 
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THE  FOURTH  DIMENSION 


PATRONS  TO  THE  FOURTH 

DIMENSION 


Dr.  M.M.  Ahmad 

Dr.  Ajdukovic 

Dr.  W.D.  Beaton 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  Kenneth  C.  Bentley 

Janet  and  John  Blachford 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.E.  Blatt 

Bloomfield  and  Bloomfield,  Lawyers 

Mrs.  John  E.C.  Brierley 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.S.  Chang 

Nicole  Claener 

Louise  Martin  Cote 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cote 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  V.G.  Csabrajetz 

A.  Peter  F.  Cumyn 

Yani  Doganoglu 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Yani  Doganoglu 

Mr.  and  mrs.  D.  Drummond 

Paul  S.  Echenberg 

Virginia  Ferguson 

Joseph  Friedberg 

Andre  and  Myrian  Gervais 

Patricia  A.  Gorman 

Alexander  Hadjipavlou 

A.  Keith  Ham 

Dr.  Byron  Harker 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Roy  L.  Heenan 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  James  McV.  Higgins 

The  Holdens 

Joseph  Homa 

Mrs.  James  B.  Hood 

Dr.  A.  Hreno 

Martin  Hyde 

Robert  Johnston 

Dr.  R.G.  and  Mrs.  Twinkie  Jones 

Raymond  Jones 

Judge  and  Mrs.  Fred  Kaufman 


B.J.  Kelly 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  A.W.  Lapin 

Le  Mans  Mfg.  Ltd. 

Antonio  de  Leonardis 

Elizabeth  MacKay 

Mr.  J.P.  Martin 

Robert  Mason 

Susan  MacGuire 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  McLaren 

R.L.  Munro 

Myriam  Ouimet 

Elba-Maria  A.  Panasuk 

A.  Parent 

Conrad  de  L.  Porteus 

Mrs.  Heather  A.  Reid 

Douglas  Robertson 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  Sader 

C.  and  U.  Sandblom 

V.C.  Scali 

Barbara  Schultz 

Dr.  Gaston  Schwarz 

Parim  A.  Shariff 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Sofin 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  G.B.  Skinner 

D.F.  Skinner 

Barry  S.  Stevens 

Dr.  and  Mrs.  H.D.  Stevens 

D.H.  Tingley 

A.S.  Troubetzkoy 

Aurora  Wan 

Judith  Ann  Webster 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  L.  Webster 

Robert  J.  Widdicombe 

THE  YEARBOOK  Staff 

W.  Zitzman 


A  warm  word  of  thanks  to  the  many  patrons  without  whose  generous  contributions  the  rebirth  of 
THE  FOURTH  DIMENSION  would  not  have  been  possible. 
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FOURTH  DIMENSION  LITERARY  CONTEST 
MIDDLE  SCHOOL  WINNER 

ESCAPE! 

The  boy  crept  steadily  away  from  the  camp,  a  wild  fear  of  capture  in  his  heart.  Most  people  would  say  that 
a  fourteen  year  old  boy  that  age  was  too  young  for  the  Norwegian  Army,  but  in  Norway  it  was  quite  a  regular 
thing  for  boys  that  age  to  go  to  war.  He  dove  into  the  bitterly  cold  snow  as  he  saw  a  guard  making  his  rounds. 
He  prayed  that  the  guard  wouldn't  see  him.  But  the  guards  moved  on,  thinking  only  of  how  to  keep  warm  in 
the  freezing  winter.  The  boy  got  up  and  moved  on,  his  mind  on  escape.  As  he  reached  the  fence  he  brought 
out  a  small  utensil  made  from  POW  camp  tin  spoons.  He  had  planned  to  dig  under  the  fence.  He  could  not 
climb  over  because  the  fence  was  electrified.  When  he  came  up  out  of  his  recently  made  tunnel  he  did  not  even 
stop  to  look  back,  for  he  was  not  yet  free.  The  boy  raced  for  the  forest,  positive  that  the  guards  would  not 
find  him  there.  He  knew  the  forest  well  for  he  had  journeyd  through  it  many  a  time  before  the  war  started. 
Suddenly,  he  heard  barking  about  one  hundred  yards  behind  him.  Dogs!!  They  had  found  out  about  his  escape 
and  were  after  him.  He  was  not  afraid  for  he  came  prepared  for  anything.  The  boy  pulled  out  a  homemade 
pistol  and  aimed  it  at  the  guard  following  with  the  dogs.  "One  shot,  just  one  shot!"  he  said  to  himself.  He 
fired  his  pistol.  It  was  an  excellent  shot,  which  hit  the  guard  in  the  left  leg,  which  was  where  the  boy  had 
wanted  to  hit  him.  But  the  dogs  were  still  following  him. 

He  came  to  a  lake.  He  immediately  dove  into  the  water  and  swam  as  hard  as  he  could.  When  he  reached  the 
other  side,  he  glanced  back;  no  dogs!  On  and  on  he  ran,  never  stopping  to  look  back.  Once,  he  tripped  over  a 
tree  root  and  cut  his  legs. 

He  could  no  longer  run,  but  only  limp  with  his  one  good  leg.  When  he  came  round  a  turn  in  the  bay  (for  he 
had  been  running  along  the  shore),  he  saw  a  Norwegian  fishing  boat.  He  found  that  it  was  a  boat  full  of 
Norwegian  fugitives  escaping  to  England.  The  boy  asked  if  he  could  join  them.  They  said  yes. 

He  escaped  to  England  where  he  lived  until  the  war  was  over.  Then  he  returned  to  Norway  where  he  lived  a 
happy  life  for  the  rest  of  his  days. 


V 


Timothy  Brierly,  5. 
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FOURTH  DIMENSION  LITERARY  CONTEST 

JUNIOR  WINNER 

THE  KING'S  JOKER 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  greedy  man  named  Simon  and  he  was  reading  the  newspaper.  "King 
wants  to  have  a  joker.  Hmmmmmmmmm.  This  could  be  my  lucky  day."  So  he  ran  to  the  bookstore  as 
fast  as  he  could  go  and  bought  a  WORLD  BOOK  ABOUT  JOKES  and  a  book  HOW  TO  MAKE 
PEOPLE  LAUGH.  He  studied  the  jokes  and  memorized  them.  When  he  was  finished  he  ran  to  the 
palace.  When  he  got  there,  Simon  thought  for  a  minute  "I  forgot  my  suit."  So  he  rushed  home  and  got 
it  and  ran  back  and  asked  if  he  could  enter.  The  guard  said,  "What  for?"  "The  King  wants  a  joker,  and 
I  am  the  one.  I  am  going  to  be  the  joker."  So  the  guards  let  him  in.  One  guard  took  Simon  in  and 
brought  him  into  his  room.  The  next  morning  the  King  asked  for  Joker  Simon.  When  the  King  saw 
Simon's  funny  tricks  he  did  not  laugh,  but  the  second  time  he  went  "Hu!  Hu!"  The  third  time  he 
laughed  so  much  that  when  he  stopped  he  was  coughing.  When  he  stopped  the  magician  was  there.  For 
the  whole  time  the  King  was  laughing. 

Simon  was  mad  because  he  didn't  get  paid.  He  thought,  "I'll  tell  him  a  joke  that  is  not  funny." 

The  next  day  Simon  went  to  the  King  and  told  him  a  joke. 

"Not  too  good,"  said  the  King. 

"Then  what  kind  of  joke  would  you  like?"  asked  Simon.  "Remember  you  did  not  pay  me  yesterday.  I 
want  to  be  paid  now." 

The  King  said,  "Oh,  go  to  the  magician." 

So  Simon  went  to  the  magician.  He  entered  the  room  of  the  magician.  The  magician  said,  "What 
makes  you  come  here,  Simon?" 

"The  king  sent  me.  I  want  you  to  pay  me,"  said  Simon. 

"I  can  fix  that,"  said  the  magician. 

"How?"  asked  Simon. 

"I  will  pay  you  some  money,"  said  the  magician. 

"That's  impossible.  I  want  your  wand,"  said  Simon. 

"No,  you're  only  a  joker,"  said  the  magician. 

"Well  I  can  be  a  magician,"  said  Simon. 

"No  you  can't.  You  were  hired  to  be  a  joker,"  said  the  magician. 

"Oh  well,  you're  right.  You  pay  me  every  time  with  money,"  said  Simon. 

"That's  a  deal,"  said  the  magician. 

So  Simon  was  not  greedy  any  more. 

Victor  Wan,  3 
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FOURTH  DIMENSION  LITERARY  CONTEST 

SENIOR  WINNER 

A  THREAT 

The  silvery  gull  walked  slowly  along  the  rocky  beach,  his  beak  excitedly  busy,  picking  at  the  small  shrimp  and 
other  crustaceans  which  swam  about  in  the  small  water  pools  formed  between  the  rocks.  His  determined  efforts  to 
find  a  decent  supper  made  him  oblivious  of  the  huge  beached,  black  Pfaladium  (for  that  is  what  it  was),  which  had 
now  become  imbedded  between  two  large  boulders.  Even  as  its  black  mass  started  to  glow  faintly,  the  gull  was 
unperturbed.  But  when  the  Pfaladium  belched  forth  an  indignant  and  rather  violent  red  flame,  the  bird  acquiesced 
and  hastily  departed.  The  clouds  of  steam  created  by  the  blast  dissipated,  leaving  the  now  quite  heated  and  ominous 
looking  Pfaladium  as  master  of  the  beach. 

As  master,  it  systematically  boiled  away  all  of  the  water  pools  within  range  of  its  blasters,  destroying  the  millions 
of  creatures  which  lived  in  them.  Its  fall  into  the  sea,  and  subsequent  lunge  towards  solid  earth  had  been  rather 
traumatic,  so  it  did  not  wish  to  upset  its  stomach  on  organic  substances.  Eventually,  she  hoped  (for  it  was  a  female) 
to  disperse  of  all  the  moisture  in  her  area,  killing  any  creatures  present,  thus  securing  a  more  palatable  food  supply 
for  the  remainder  of  her  gestation  period. 

For  five  hours,  the  Pfaladium  ruled  unmolested.  Soon,  she  would  have  absorbed  enough  energy  to  move  further 
inland  and  give  birth  to  more  Pfaladia,  eventually  dominating  this  planet.  She  thought  ahead  happily  towards  the 
time  when  she  and  her  kind  could  be  once  more  the  sole  masters  of  a  planet,  and  reap  the  total  benefits  thereof. 
Other  life  forms  would  be  liquidated  or  enslaved,  dedicated  only  to  the  fulfillment  of  the  pleasures  of  their 
Pfaladium  conquerors. 

Her  bliss  was  abruptly  ended  though  when  a  gentle  sea  wave,  containing  millions  of  microscopic  protozoa,  lapped 
at  her  "food  probe".  With  a  Pfaladium  belch  of  disgust  she  blasted  the  water  away.  Shaken,  she  proceeded  to  move 
inland  towards  the  dryness  and  safety  there,  but  before  she  could  shift  around,  a  second  wave  encroached  on  her 
territory.  The  tide  was  rising! 

Although  a  practical  Pfaladium  in  most  respects,  she  was  too  confused  and  revolted  to  think  of  this  second 
violation  of  her  territory  as  anything  but  an  attack  on  her  personal  being  by  a  hostile  Earth  entity.  Surley  this  pest 
had  to  be  dealt  with  before  she  could  move!  A  wave  of  fire  met  the  wave  of  water,  but  the  respite  gained  was  only 
temporary,  for  instead  of  weakening,  the  onslaught  of  water  began  to  grow!  The  Pfaladium,  now  quite  distressed, 
ventured  her  full  fury  upon  the  menacing  seas.  The  brilliance  of  her  attacks  were  beginning  to  rival  even  that  of  the 
unmasked  sun,  which  was  now  weakly  filtering  through  the  mists. 

Although  the  water  constantly  retreated  from  her  onslaught,  she  began  to  realize  that  as  she  weakened,  the 
mercilous  sea  only  increased  in  might.  Eventually,  she  found  that  she  had  to  fire  constantly  to  keep  from  getting 
swamped,  and  began  to  become  confused  by  the  intensity  of  the  steam  that  her  blasts  had  created.  Finally  over- 
whelmed, she  sent  out  a  telepathic  message  of  distress  to  all  of  the  other  Pfaladia,  secured  on  beaches  throughout 
the  world. 

The  others  responded  with  vigor  ((Pfaladia  love  a  challenge)  and  the  greatest  battle  of  the  seas  had  begun.  The 
Earth  knew  no  peace  that  day  as  the  full  power  of  the  Pfaladia  was  concentrated  upon  the  waters.  Even  under  the 
great  clouds  and  mists  which  now  covered  most  of  the  seacoasts,  men  hid  in  the  deepest  caves  or  fled  to  the  interior 
of  the  continents  to  escape  the  brilliance  and  heat  of  Pfaladium  might. 

For  several  hours  the  Pfaladium  onslaught  continued,  after  which  they  were  tired,  but  content.  They  had  shown 
the  seas  who  were  the  masters.  The  water  level  had  dropped  much  too  low  ever  to  threaten  again  another  Pfaladium. 
The  Pfaladia  were  the  rulers.  Now  they  would  organize  this  planet  rightly,  putting  inferiors  in  their  place.  As  if  a 
single  unit,  they  started  towards  in  interior  of  the  continents  to  complete  their  conquest. 

Their  jubilation  had  just  been  completed  when  the  first  raindrops  began  to  fall,  at  first  only  here  and  there,  and 
then  gradually  all  over  the  Earth,  as  the  cessation  of  the  Pfaladium  attack  allowed  the  mists  to  cool  and  condense 
once  again. 

In  vain,  the  frustrated  and  tired  Pfaladia  tried  to  blast  away  the  rain,  but  to  no  avail.  Realizing  the  ridiculous 
hopelessness  of  their  situation,  the  embarressed  and  despondent  Pfaladia  expended  their  last  store  of  energy  doing 
the  only  honourable  thing  possible  at  the  time,  commit  mass  suicide.  It  is  generally  accepted,  that  of  all  the  alien 
invaders  of  Earth,  the  Pfaladia  were  the  stupidest. 

Jon  Lapin,  11 


103 


MEIGHEN  ESSAY  FIRST  PRIZE,  GRADE  11 

THE  CONSUMMATION 

George  was  confused.  His  mommy  had  told  him  that  his  computer  card  would  flash  the  "YOU-ARE 
BLESSEDLY-ON-THE-RIGHT-TRACK"  signal  when  the  elevator  had  arrived  at  the  eighteenth  floor.  "But 
Georgy,"  she  had  warned,  "if  there  are  other  people  in  the  elevator  with  you,  DON'T  use  your  card.  You  know 
how  these  Canadians  resent  the  ingenuity  of  God's  people.  Just  get  off  at  the  eighteenth  floor  and  everything  will  be 
fine." 

Well,  since  there  were  other  people  in  the  elevator,  George  obediently  kept  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  watched 
the  primitive  light  bar  above  the  door  to  make  sure  that  he  DID  leave  at  the  eighteenth  floor.  Once  out  of  the 
elevator,  he  quickly  ducked  into  a  men's  washroom  to  check  his  card.  It  had  remained  blank!  Neither  his  mommy 
nor  Oral  Electronics  had  ever  been  wrong  before.  George  leaned  against  a  stall  and  started  to  cry. 

*  *         * 

"Oh,  Armstrong,  Armstrong,"  Mrs.  U.S.  of  A.  lamented.  "What  could  have  happened  to  Georgy?  He  was 
supposed  to  show  up  at  that  window  five  minutes  ago  with  our  big  American  flag.  Oh,  if  one  of  those  reprobate 
Canadians  does  anything  to  poor  Georgy  ...  ooh,  there  will  be  another  war!"  Armstrong  didn't  reply.  He  just  sunk 
his  talons  more  securely  into  his  perch  and  unruffled  his  groomed,  white  feathers  as  he  stared  at  a  space  above  one 
of  Canada's  Parliament  Buildings. 

*  *        * 

"God  Bless  America!"  said  the  huge  banner  joining  the  two  cross-shaped  Towers  of  Congress.  President  Jerry 
Falwell  IV  beamed  up  at  the  banner  and  the  two  hidden  TV  disk-cameras  in  the  "o"  of  God  and  the  "A"  of 
America.  The  multitudes  surrounding  his  huge  dais  roared  their  jubilation.  Today  was  the  culmination  of  one  of 
"Jolly"  Jerry's  fondest  dreams.  He  was  happy.  "Well  hello,  little  Johnny!"  said  Falwell,  bending  down  to  shake 
the  hand  of  a  small  boy  at  his  side. 

"That's  little  John  A."  the  boy's  mother,  Mrs.  Canada,  hissed. 

"Oh,  bless  my  soul;  I'm  sorry,"  Falwell  apologized.  "Euh,  are  you  sure  the  beaver's  been  washed?" 

"Sir!"  whispered  an  aide.  "It  has  a  gastro-intestinal  disorder."  Falwell  twitched  angrily.  "Honestly,"  continued 
the  aide,  "it  was  the  only  one  we  could  get!" 

*  *         * 

A  little,  gray-suited  old  man  entering  the  washroom  was  startled  to  see  George  on  the  floor,  crying.  "Hey,  little 
boy,"  he  said,  "why  are  you  crying?" 

Forgetting  his  mother's  instructions,  George  replied,  "Something's  wrong  with  my  card.  It  won't  flash!" 

The  little  man's  mind  welled  up  with  anger.  This  damned  American  boy!  He  was  a  citizen  of  that  country  which 
had  conquered  most  of  the  world  in  the  New  Crusades,  spreading  the  tyranny  of  the  Laws  of  the  God-Fearing 
throughout  the  once  civilized  world.  And  now  they  were  forcibly  trying  to  annex  Canada,  previously  one  of  their 
closest  allies!  But  this  boy  seemed  quite  young  and  innocent.  He  probably  hadn't  been  corrupted  yet.  It  would  be 
useless  to  vent  any  anger  on  such  a  subject.  Are  you  lost?"  he  asked  "Is  that  it,  eh?" 

"Sort  of,"  George  replied.  "My  mommy  told  me  to  appear  at  the  window  of  the  eighteenth  floor,  and  God  help 
me  if  I  was  on  the  wrong  floor!" 

"Ah!  So  you're  the  ...,"  the  little  man  began. 

"But  I've  never  not  used  my  card  before."  George  cried.  "Where  do  I  go?" 

"Do  you  know  what  you  are  supposed  to  do  is  very  evil?"  said  the  little  man  sternly. 

"But  Mommy  said  that  people  who  don't  obey  our  president  go  to  Hell!"  George  wailed. 

The  little  man,  seeing  that  George  was  really  upset,  and  not  having  the  heart  to  let  the  boy  get  in  trouble,  decided 
to  aid  him  on  his  way.  "But  you  ARE  on  the  eighteenth  floor,"  said  the  little  man.  "Your  card  must  be  broken." 
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"But  it  can't  be,"  George  moaned.  "It's  never  been  wrong  before.  This  can't  be  the  eighteenth  floor.  It  can't  be 
the  right  height.  Not  according  to  my  card." 

Suddenly,  the  man  understood.  "Oh,  I  see  why  now!"  he  said. 

*  *         * 

"There's  been  a  delay?!"  Falwell  screamed  to  his  aide.  "God  help  them  if  this  is  some  sort  of  trick!  We  can't 
wait  much  longer  for  their  half  of  the  ceremony  to  begin.  God's  children  can  only  tolerate  a  certain  amount  of 
impropriety.  Ready  the  Seraphim  7's  against  that  land  of  Lucifer  if  it  dares  dally  much  longer  with  God's  will. 
Notify  them.  They  have  five  minutes!" 

"Yes,  Sir.  Praise  God!"  the  aide  replied,  and  left. 

*  *         * 

Prime  Minister  Maclean  was  furious.  "Why,  for  God's  sake,  did  you  let  the  boy  go  up  alone?"  he  blasted  at  Mrs. 
U.S.  of  A.  "We'll  be  doomed  if  your  son  doesn't  appear  within  four  minutes!  Your  emperor  couldn't  care  less  if 
the  brat  decides  to  wipe  his  nose  and  rest  awhile  before  appearing." 

"PRESIDENT  Falwell  says  that  independence  in  young  ones  is  a  virtue."  Mrs.  U.S.  of  A.  coldly  responded. 

*  *         * 

"You  see,"  said  the  little  man,  "here  in  Canada  we  don't  have  Government  Belief  like  you  do,  but  we  do  have 
something  almost  as  pervasive  ...  er  ...  powerful.  It's  called  'superstition';  namely,  in  this  case,  trichadecaphobia,  or 
the  fear  of  number  thirteen.  You  may  be  on  floor  number  eighteen,  but  you're  really  only  on  the  seventeenth  floor 
from  the  ground  because  we  have  no  thirteenth  floor!" 

"Oh  yes,  I  see!"  cried  George.  "Thank  you.  Thank  you  very  much,  but  I  must  get  upstairs  very,  very  fast  then!" 

"Here,  I'll  show  you  the  way,"  said  the  little  man.  They  went  out  into  the  hall  and  the  little  man  pointed  to  a 
door.  "Just  up  these  stairs  one  flight,  and  there  you  are.  G'bye!" 

George  turned  around  to  say  good-bye,  but  the  little  man  had  gone.  George  shrugged  and  ran  up  the  stairs. 
"There  he  is!"  cried  one  of  the  guards,  as  George  entered  the  hall.  Quickly,  they  propelled  him  to  the  window  and 
handed  him  his  wig.  Standing  at  the  windowsill,  little  George  stepped  into  the  gold  gondola  attached  to  a  cord 
leading  down  to  the  Prime  Minister's  podium  at  the  base  of  the  Peace  Tower.  He  smiled  down  at  the  throng  below, 
unfurled  the  American  flag,  and  saluted  it.  In  the  distance  he  saw  his  mother,  bedecked  in  her  "patriot's"  regalia, 
standing  next  to  Armstrong  and  a  rather  nervous  looking  Prime  Minister.  He  truly  did  feel  like  George  Washington 
crossing  the  Delaware,  as  he  slowly  descended  and  "God  Bless  America"  boomed  out  from  the  loud  speakers. 


"So  indeed,  the  dream  has  come  true,"  bellowed  Falwell.  "The  U.S.  of  A.  and  Canada  are  now  a  single  entity, 
united  with  the  grace  of  God!"  The  crowd  exploded  with  AMEN'S.  "Come  here,  little  John  A.  Mcdoogal  and  Mrs. 
Canada.  Let's  have  one  big  hug  for  the  warmth  of  the  future." 

*         *         * 

The  little  man  knew  that  his  treasured  way  of  life  was  soon  to  end.  He  knew  and  had  felt  very  guilty  about  the 
essential  part  he  had  played  in  the  process  of  achieving  Falwell's  goal,  of  which  he  was  now  watching  the  con- 
summation on  his  desk  monitor.  In  fact,  the  whole  world  was  probably  watching  the  final  conquest  of  Canada,  but 
it  didn't  matter.  None  of  it  mattered  at  all.  Not  even  the  threat  of  Seraphim  7's  could  matter  to  the  little  man  now, 
for  he  was  laughing.  His  sides  were  aching  and  the  tears  were  streaming  from  his  eyes  in  the  ecstasy  of  revelation. 
Oh,  the  paradox,  the  senselessness  and  the  sanity  of  it  all!  Nothing  could  ever  matter  after  what  the  beaver  did. 

Jon  Lapin 
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The  large  cranes  swung  shipboard  carrying  their  load  of  netted  cargo.  The  metallic  arms  heaved  crate  upon 
wooden  crate  over  the  rails,  and  then  plunged  them  deep  into  the  ship's  blackened  hold.  Great  was  the  flurry  of 
dock  workers.  Some  yelled  orders  while  others  stood,  calm  and  pensive,  contemplating  the  smoke  of  their  cigarettes. 
Foremen  and  crew  mingled  in  the  din  of  the  loading  docks. 

Then  there  became  visible  the  figure  of  a  man  running  at  top  speed  among  the  turmoil  of  the  dock.  In  his  left 
hand,  he  held  a  wad  of  papers,  while  from  the  right  shoulder  hung  a  gunny  sack.  Elbowing  his  way  through  the 
crowd,  he  attained  the  boarding  ladder.  He  clambered  to  the  top,  only  to  be  tripped  up  by  his  unruly  sack.  He 
sprawled  to  the  deck,  and  nearly  upset  the  first  mate  in  his  dive  forward. 

"Crewman  Cornell,  sir,"  he  mumbled  sheepishly.  "My  papers."  He  reached  up  to  the  mate,  and  offered  his  wad 
of  assorted  sheets. 

"You're  late!"  bellowed  the  mate.  "No  way  to  start  your  first  trip.  Ever  shipped  out  on  lakes  freighter  before?" 

"Once,"  Cornell  retorted.  He  raised  himself  from  the  deck  and  faced  the  mate. 

"Get  below!  We  leave  in  twenty  minutes." 

Cornell  gathered  up  his  bag  and  headed  for  the  hatch.  As  he  staggered  across  the  deck,  he  regarded  their  intended 
cargo  for  the  first  time.  The  crane  was  still  lifting  the  last  of  the  square  crates  from  the  dock  to  the  deck.  As  they 
passed  overhead  on  the  way  to  the  holds,  Cornell  noticed  a  curious  lettering  on  their  sides. 

"That's  Chinese!"  mumbled  Cornell.  He  had  reached  the  doorway  which  led  to  the  ship's  interior,  and  as  he 
slipped  inside,  his  thoughts  turned  from  their  mysterious  cargo  to  his  new  position. 

Cornell  was  a  determined  young  man,  and  one  not  to  let  the  unfortunate  beginning  of  his  career  effect  the  rest  of 
his  days  with  the  line.  That  night  a  dinner  would  be  the  first  opportunity  he  had  had  to  meet  his  fellow  crewman, 
and  he  wished  to  make  a  suitable  impression. 

The  confines  of  the  galley  were  nothing  new  to  Cornell.  The  dingy  surroundings  were  standard  on  a  ship  designed 
for  transport  of  bulk  and  not  passengers.  After  brief  introductions  and  mildly  interesting  conversation  and  inquiry 
about  his  life,  Cornell  broached  the  subject  of  their  cargo. 

"What  do  you  figure  we're  carrying?"  he  inquired. 

"Buggers  me,"  sang  a  husky  seaman  who  had  been  introduced  as  Crode.  "That  Chinese  is  real  tough  to  un- 
derstand," Crode  chuckled.  It  was  blatently  obvious  that  he  lacked  intelligence. 

"Aren't  you  even  curious?"  prodded  Cornell. 

"Not  really.  This  freighter's  a  laker.  As  a  habit  we  haul  grain.  The  ship  really  only  hauls  one  way,  that's  from 
Superior  out  to  Montreal.  When  we  can  carry  stuff  in,  on  our  way  to  get  a  new  load,  we  do.  Don't  matter  what  it  is 
as  long  as  it  fits  in  the  hold.  Usually  find  out  when  we  get  to  harbour  anyway.  Keeps  the  job  exciting." 

Cornell  did  not  wish  to  press  the  gentleman  further.  The  exact  contents  of  the  cases  did  not  really  matter.  He 
could  figure  a  bit  out  on  his  own.  The  crates  were  few  and  came  from  China,  that  he  knew.  By  deduction,  he 
reasoned  they  must  be  of  some  value  to  have  travelled  so  far.  He  figured  on  radios  and  expensive  electronic  gadgetry 
often  exported  by  the  Chinese  for  international  trade. 

That  night  in  his  cabin,  Cornell  considered  the  possible  methods  he  could  employ  to  regain  the  favor  of  the  first 
mate.  His  thoughts  fell  once  more  upon  the  cargo.  Surely,  small  electronic  components  needed  protection.  On  a 
ship,  there  could  be  petty  thieves,  water  corrosion  or  who  knows  what.  The  cargo  required  protection,  and  he  would 
make  it  his  duty  to  protect  it.  The  plan  was  sure  to  inspire  the  mate's  confidence  in  him. 

He  started  his  operations  after  his  watch.  Jobs  about  the  freighter  included  menial  labour  which  was  primarily 
concerned  with  maintenance  and  clean  up.  Being  new  aboard,  Cornell  was  privileged  to  be  awarded  lengthy  and 
laborious  duties  of  the  type  not  carried  out  by  the  senior  crew  members.  He  worked  hard  at  his  regular  detail,  and 
when  it  was  completed,  he  would  march  his  watch  around  the  grain  holds.  He  made  his  actions  as  obvious  as 
possible,  so  that  his  sincere  earnest  to  help  could  not  be  mistaken  for  anything  else. 


Ralph  Beaveridge,  1 1 


It  was  upon  one  of  these  rounds  that  he  first  proved  his  worth.  The 
ship  had  been  traveling  in  the  late  fall,  and  already  the  thick  pack  ice, 
which  forms  so  treacherously  upon  the  lakes,  had  developed.  The  ship 
itself  was  not  new;  having  most  of  its  hull  tarnished  by  rust,  it  was 
considered  by  many  to  be  expendable.  Leaks  were  not  uncommon,  but 
were  small  and  presented  no  more  than  an  occasional  menace.  It  was 
one  such  leak  that  the  pounding  of  ice  chunks  had  created  in  the  hold. 
Pumps  could  control  the  leak,  but  only  when  it  had  reached  a 
predetermined  level.  Cornell  knew  this,  and,  upon  recognition  of  the 
problem,  sprang  to  work. 

The  hold  was  large,  and  now  quite  dank.  Electronics  could  rust.  There  was  fortunately  few  boxes  in  the  particular 
section,  and  Cornell  found  them  suprisingly  light.  So  box  by  box,  he  shifted  the  entire  contents  of  the  hold  to 
another  compartment.  He  saved  the  cargo,  but  the  operation  took  the  better  part  of  the  night. 

This  was  not  the  last  of  Cornell's  adventures.  On  another  occasion,  he  caught  someone  in  the  hold,  and,  only 
after  having  jumped  him,  found  it  to  be  the  1st  mate  checking  for  further  water  leaks. 

By  this  time  Cornell  was  becoming  quite  attached  to  his  duty.  He  still  wondered  what  it  was  he  so  feverishly 
protected,  but  he  could  not  open  the  crates.  He  resigned  himself  to  the  protection  of  his  valuable  treasure,  and 
increased  his  rounds  as  the  ship  neared  harbour. 

His  exploits  did  not  go  unnoticed.  Cornell  soon  became  the  talk  of  the  ship,  as  rumour  of  his  strange  behavior 
passed  from  person  to  person.  He  was  a  key  figure  at  meal  hour.  There  was  much  discussion  over  the  reasons  for 
his  behavior,  and  even  the  captain  showed  a  keen  interest. 

By  the  time  the  ship  reached  harbour,  Cornell  was  bathing  in  his  success,  but  a  nervous  wreck.  He  had  attained 
his  intended  goal,  and  was  well  respected  for  his  duty  to  the  line.  He  was  also  viewed  as  somewhat  of  a  screwball. 
Cornell  himself  was  not,  however,  concerned  with  the  way  the  others  thought  of  him.  He  was  totally  captivated  by 
the  ship's  cargo.  He  had  worked  so  hard  at  its  protection,  struggled  nights  to  keep  it  safe  and  dry.  Lack  of  sleep 
only  made  matters  worse. 

On  the  appointed  day,  the  crates  were  once  more  hoisted  clear  of  the  holds.  Again  the  Chinese  lettering  shone 
brightly  in  the  sun.  As  the  dock  workers  fought  furiously  with  their  metal  machines,  the  captain  approached  Cornell 
as  he  leaned  against  the  ship's  rail. 

"Sorry  to  see  it  go,  heh  boy?"  exhaulted  the  captain.  "Don't  take  it  too  hard.  We'll  haul  ping  pong  balls  and 
party  favours  again,"  and  he  burst  into  laughter. 


Clark  Schab 
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GRAIN  ELEVATORS 

Just  outside  their  house,  a  man  and  his  wife  lounged  against  the  barn  door.  The  man,  dressed  in  blue  jeans  and  a 
checked  shirt,  also  had  a  a  baseball  cap  with  the  label  "Shur-Gain"  perched  rakishly  to  one  side.  His  wife  was 
dressed  similarly  in  blue  jeans  but  wore  a  yellow  T-shirt  and  had  her  auburn  hair  tied  in  a  pony  tail  behind  her  head. 
In  the  middle  of  the  near  field  one  could  see  a  tall  grain  elevator  forming  a  dark  shape  off  in  the  distance  against 
the  autumn  sky.  Check  Shirt  remarked  to  Pony  Tail,  "Did  ya  see  some  of  those  policies  Mayor  Stetson  is  putting 
in?" 

"Yeah,  I  wish  that  urban  cowboy  would  do  something  for  the  farmers  of  this  county  as  well  as  the  bar  owners 
and  the  guys  that  make  those  purple,  neon  cowboys  boots  with  matching  fluorescent  jeans." 

"Well,  you  really  have  me  there." 

In  the  Ottawa  studio  near  to  Parliament  Hill,  Prime  Minister  Pierre  Elliot  Himself,  a  balding  jetsetter  in  his  early 
sixties,  addressed  the  question  put  to  him  by  a  tweed-clad  scribe  from  the  CBC.  Himself  also  had  on  tweeds,  though 
the  appearance  was  considerably  more  natty  than  that  given  off  by  the  scribe.  Himself  always  stood  out  in  a  crowd, 
for  despite  his  physical  lack  of  height,  he  always  managed  to  say  something  sufficiently  obnoxious  to  warrant  the 
day's  media  spot.  He  knew,  as  well,  distinctly  who  his  enemies  were,  for  he  had  made  them;  and  probably,  before 
this  day  was  out,  he  would  make  a  few  more  near  to  the  dominating  tower  that  stuck  out  poignantly  from  the 
overabundant  clusters  of  bureaucratic  havens. 

"Tell  me,  Prime  Minister,"  said  the  scribe,  "what  do  you  intend  to  do  about  Premier  Derrick's  resolution  to 
oppose  your  energy  plan?" 

"Well,  if  Mr.  Derrick  wants  to  be  obstinate  ..." 

"But,  Prime  Minister,  what  about  the  growing  feeling  of  disenchantment  in  the  West?" 

Perhaps,  to  be  quite  candid  with  you  when  you  talk  of  growing  disenchantment,  I  must  begin  by  saying  that  some 
of  my  reading  of  the  West  is  that  it  is  always  disenchanted.  In  the  years  when  wheat  is  good  and  selling  it  is 
disenchanted;  if  there  is  too  much  sun,  it  is  disenchanted;  if  there  is  too  much  rain,  it  is  disenchanted." 

"Hmmm,"  mused  the  befuddled  university  student,  "and  this  was  only  a  year  after  Himself  took  office."  The 
young  collegiate  was  just  perusing  through  a  few  books  on  the  topic  of  Canadian  disunity.  This  particular  one 
consisted  of  a  report  made  by  the  Telegram  Canada  70  Research  Team  on  alienation  and  anger  in  the  prairies.  As  a 
disciple  of  political  science,  he  had  decided  to  submit  his  term  paper  on  the  perhaps  hackneyed  but  never  over- 
worked topic.  Draped  in  a  grubby,  hooded  sweatshirt  and  faded  blue  jeans,  the  student  noticed  the  tall  outline  of  a 
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skyscraper  as  his  worn-out  sneakers  banged  against  the  chair  next  to  him.  Turning  his  eyes  back  to  the  book,  this 
grotty,  hunched  figure  returned  to  Himself's  hoity-toity  words  of  scorn: 

"Is  it  some  sort  of  alienation?  Do  the  people  of  the  West  feel  that  the  people  down  east  do  not  care?  If  that  is  the 
case  it  is  not  so  much  a  question  of  meeting  this  disenchantment  by  specific  things,  but  by  convincing  the  West  that 
the  best  way  to  beat  this  alienation  is  to  get  in  here  and  fight." 

"If  that  bastard  wants  to  fight,  I'll  take  his  nose  and  put  it  right  on  that  shiny  spot  on  his  head." 

"Now,  Honey,"  remonstrated  Pony  Tail,  "that  ole  mayor  is  ugly  enough  as  it  is.  Besides,  he  might  retaliate  by 
expropriating  some  land  next  to  our  farm  and  installing  a  public  outhouse  for  down-and-out  skateboard  salesmen." 

"He  already  taxes  us  enough  for  the  John  Travolta  Memorial  Hall.  Hell!  What  more  does  he  want?" 

"I  want  control!" 

"Ack!"  exclaimed  an  attractive,  blonde  young  scribe  as  the  shout  practically  blew  her  out  of  her  preppy,  size  five 
L.L.  Bean  boots. 

"If  you  can't  control  your  equipment  properly  and  run  this  interview  efficiently,  then  I  guess  I'll  have  to  go 
elsewhere!"  ranted  Himself  at  the  beleaguered  press  gallery. 

"Uh,  Mr.  Prime  Minister,"  piped  up  the  scribe  in  a  trembling  voice,  "do  you  have  any  comment  on  the 
allegations  that  your  policies  are  causing  a  growth  of  Western  separatist  feeling? 

As  the  poor  girl  prepared  to  defend  herself  from  a  searing  blast  of  questionable  references  to  her  parentage  and 
conception,  the  self-appointed  and  semi-deranged  demi-god  lashed  back,  "If  the  press  had  taken  the  time  to  research 
the  subject  properly  (this  was  accompanied  with  an  expression  from  101  LOOKS  TO  SHRIVEL  UNDERLINGS),  it 
would  know  (GLARE!!!)  that  there  is  no  real  threat  of  Western  separation  ..." 

"In  actual  fact,  in  mid-1969,  the  possibility  of  the  West  separating  from  Confederation  was  extremely  remote. 
More  than  ninety  percent  of  the  people  on  the  Prairies  revealed  that  they  consider  Canada's  survival  as  a  nation  very 
important.  Only  the  tiny  seeds  of  separatist  thoughts  are  there." 

"Boy,  things  sure  have  changed,"  mused  the  student  to  himself  as  he  gradually  chewed  his  Bic  pen  out  of 
existence.  Crumpling  the  sheet  of  semi-obscene  little  drawings  he  had  been  absently  sketching,  the  student  continued 
on  to  the  next  paragraph. 

"But  these  are  dynamic  times.  What  will  the  thinking  be  by  1980?" 

"We've  had  our  fill  of  people  wearing  pink,  perforated,  paratrooper  pants  and  rhine-studded  dog  collars  that 
glow  in  the  dark!" 

"Yeah,  I  wish  Stetson  would  do  something  about  them,  along  with  those  disco  ducks  in  the  charcoal  grey  suits 
he's  always  sending  around." 

"I  sent  out  my  ministers  to  outline  the  government's  demands.  If  Premier  Derrick  is  not  willing  to  compromise, 
then  I  shall  just  have  to  go  ahead  with  business.  I  don't  think  anything  will  happen  meanwhile." 

"...  The  West  has  an  ideal  climate  for  the  seeds  of  political  discontent  ..." 

"I  wish  that  turkey  would  understand  that  ..." 

"...  It  showed  in  1921  with  the  Progressive  Party,  in  the  1930's  with  C.C.F.  and  Social  Credit  Parties  ..." 

"...  life  is  something  more  ...' 

"To  my  mind,  there  is  no  cause  for  the  people  in  the  West  to  go  for  such  an  option." 

"...  However,  according  to  Premier  Strom,  it  would  take  a  man  of  national  stature  to  stir  up  the  scattered 
separatist  feeling  in  the  West  ... 

"...  than  getting  a  "John  that  flushes  ..." 

"I  feel  I've  dealt  fairly  with  the  West  and  I'll  not  change  my  stance." 

"He  did  not  think  such  a  man  was  about  to  come  along  ..." 

"It  would  be  nice,  I  think,  if  once,  ..." 

"Certainly  not  overnight." 

"...  but  such  men  have  been  known  to  emerge  almost  overnight  ..." 

"...  just  once  we  could  have  some  of  the  toilet  paper  as  well!" 

"It  is  decidedly  impossible." 

"...  Who  in  the  West  had  heard  of  Pierre  Elliot  Himself  until  1965?" 

Tim  Reid,  10 
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MEIGHEN  ESSAY 
SECOND  PRIZE,  GRADE  10 

THE  FINAL  DAYS 

As  the  prime  minister  looked  out  his  window,  he  saw  a  beehive  of  activity.  The  people  of  the  city  moved  about  in 
complete  congestion  and  confusion.  Constantly  toiling  and  talking,  the  citizens  seemed  oblivious  of  the  intense  heat 
and  humidity  in  the  air  or  the  filth  and  mud  in  the  streets.  Even  the  troop  transports  and  tanks  frequently  passing 
through  the  town  did  not  alarm  the  people  rummaging  through  the  fruits  and  vegetables  in  the  stands  at  the  market. 
Occasionally,  disgracefully  emaciated  and  starving  beggars  plagued  the  area  in  search  of  food  in  the  nearest  garbage 
cans  or  gutters.  Despite  turmoil  and  disorder  in  the  region,  however,  the  people,  accustomed  to  life  in  the  town, 
seemed  to  realize  that  the  day  was  fairly  typical  and  ordinary. 

It  was  hard  to  imagine,  he  thought,  that  revolution  was  devastating  the  areas  nearby.  He  knew  that  most  of  the 
people,  saddened  and  victimized  by  poverty,  unemployment,  and  inflation,  were  losing  faith  in  his  government. 
Many  were  convinced  that  violence  was  the  only  way  of  achieving  political  change  and,  subsequently,  economic 
renewal.  The  prime  minister  heard  the  voices  of  revolutionaries  and  terrorists  through  bombings  and  assassinations. 
Left-wing  rebels  clashed  with  government  troops  in  violent  fury.  His  country  was  collapsing  in  front  of  his  eyes. 

The  Prime  Minister,  Arthur  Shelley,  was  ultimately  responsible  for  governing  the  nation.  Throughout  most  of  his 
life,  the  prime  minister  had  been  a  Canadian.  Since  his  father  had  been  the  Canadian  ambassador  to  the  nation, 
however,  Shelley  had  been  raised  in  the  country.  He  had  never  accepted  the  foreign  culture  because  he  had  been 
raised  and  educated  in  the  traditional  Canadian  manner.  Because  of  his  intellectual  brilliance  and  his  influence  in 
society,  he  had  rapidly  climbed  the  social  and  political  ladder.  At  the  zenith  of  his  career,  he  had  become  the  prime 
minister  of  the  nation.  Shelley  had  then  promised  the  people  economic  and  social  reforms  -  visions  he  had  thought 
he  could  realize.  He  soon  discovered,  however,  that  dream  and  reality  were  two  separate  worlds. 

Attending  a  conference  with  his  chief  advisor,  the  prime  minister  was  visibly  tired  and  weary.  The  worry  and 
pressure  of  maintaining  control  over  the  country  was  evidently  overwhelming.  His  desire  for  power,  fame,  and 
respect,  however,  drove  him  out.  He  just  needed  more  time  to  fulfill  his  commitment  to  the  people.  "I  heard  you 
wanted  to  see  me,"  started  the  prime  minister.  "Something  about  a  possible  solution  to  the  problems  of  rebel  ac- 
tivity?" 

The  chief  advisor  responded  enthusiastically.  "Well,  not  quite  a  solution.  But  it's  a  start.  I  hope  to  ..." 

"I  hope  you  realize,"  interrupted  Shelley,  "that  support  for  me  has  reached  rock  bottom.  I'm  in  no  mood  for  any 
more  problems.  So  this  scheme  of  yours  better  not  be  one." 

"Sir,  with  all  due  respect,"  said  the  chief  advisor,  "our  main  goal  is  stability.  I  trust  I  don't  have  to  remind  you 
of  the  present  situation  in  this  country."  His  tone  was  rather  ominous  and  threatening.  "Look.  Let's  stop  wasting 
government  money  and  send  in  the  troops.  They'll  do  a  hell  of  a  lot  to  restore  order." 

"I  agree  that  we  need  stability,"  asserted  Shelley.  "But  I  can't  risk  war  with  the  people.  I've  made  enough 
enemies  as  it  is.  You're  just  complicating  things.  I'm  not  taking  any  chances  with  ..." 

"Sir,  just  listen,  please.  You  know  damn'  well  that  we've  got  to  bring  about  order.  I  propose  to  commit  the  entire 
military  forces.  Troops  will  be  deployed  accordingly.  You  can  guess  the  rest  -  curfews,  task  forces  ..." 

"Now  hold  on  a  minute.  You've  probably  spent  a  great  deal  of  time  on  all  the  details  of  this  plan,  but  I  can't  just 
go  through  with  it.  What  if  a  lot  of  innocent  people  die?"  warned  Shelley.  "Besides,  there  are  enough  troops 
already  in  the  streets." 

"But  those  soldiers  patrolling  the  cities  are  just  substitute  policemen.  There  aren't  enough  of  them  and  they  don't 
patrol  the  outskirts  where  most  of  the  rebels  hang  out,"  argued  the  advisor.  "Don't  you  realize  that  innocent  people 
are  already  being  killed?  If  there  are  any  bleeding  hearts  who  get  sick  when  they  see  troops  in  the  streets,  well  let 
them  bleed.  It's  something  that  has  to  be  done." 

"In  effect,"  concluded  the  prime  minister  rubbing  his  blood-drenched  eyes,  "you're  stamping  out  people  like 
insects.  That  ought  to  cause  a  new  wave  of  violence,  not  to  mention  mass  hysteria.  Just  imagine  what  that  will  do 
for  my  political  career.  You'll  destroy  my  administration  and  the  people." 

"Left  to  their  own  devices,  the  people  will  destroy  themselves.  You're  in  the  driver's  seat.  You've  got  to  make  the 


decisions  that  hurt."  After  pausing  to  wipe  his  forehead,  the  chief  advisor  continued  on  the  offensive.  "Short  term 
pain  for  long  term  gain.  Unless  you  shock  the  people  and  restore  order,  the  country  will  get  even  more  out  of  hand, 
and  it'll  only  be  a  matter  of  time  before  they  get  to  you." 

"Are  you  predicting  that  ...?" 

"I'm  saying  that  at  any  given  moment,  a  million  unemployed  and  starving  men  are  loose  in  the  streets.  Even  with 
all  the  guards,  it  just  takes  one  man  who  has  nothing  to  lose  -  just  one  man.  You  maintain  the  status  quo  and  we'll 
all  regret  it." 

"You  seem  awfully  sure  of  yourself,"  remarked  the  prime  minister  sarcastically.  "What  ...?" 

"Sir,  I've  got  to  be  blunt.  You  want  to  hang  on  to  power  as  long  as  you  can.  Nothing  wrong  with  that. 
Everybody  admires  an  ambitious  man  but  nobody  likes  a  fool,"  said  the  advisor  calmly.  "I  wish  you'd  listen  to 
reason,  sir.  Someone's  going  to  pull  the  trigger  right  under  your  nose." 

"Is  that  a  threat?" 

"You  decide.  All  I  know  is  that  I'm  not  going  to  stand  faithfully  by  your  side  and  get  in  the  way  of  a  bullet. 
Remember  how  I  covered  up  the  loss  of  two  million  dollars  in  government  funds  that  went  into  your  pocket  to  pay 
off  your  personal  bills.  Don't  be  too  sure  I'll  do  that  again.  Sir,  I'm  serious.  I  want  you  to  go  through  with  my 
plan."  The  prime  minister,  apparently  defeated,  maintained  silence.  "You  still  don't  want  to  do  it,  right?  Well, 
good-bye.  I'll  see  you  at  your  funeral."  Feeling  triumphant,  the  chief  advisor  emerged  from  his  chair  and,  in  an 
organized  manner,  packed  his  papers  into  a  folder.  He  then  left  without  casting  another  glance  at  the  humiliated 
prime  minister. 

Shelley,  feeling  tired  and  hopeless,  then  conceded,  "I'll  do  it.  You're  blackmailing  me,  but  I'll  do  it."  It  was  too 
late,  however,  for  the  chief  advisor  had  already  departed.  The  prime  minister  then  rose  from  his  seat  and  went 
upstairs  to  his  bedroom  to  rest.  He  had  not  slept  in  two  days. 

A  few  days  later,  after  having  committed  the  entire  military  forces,  Prime  Minister  Arthur  Shelley  was 
assassinated.  A  furious  bullet  brought  his  life  and  his  promise  to  a  premature  end.  His  quest  for  fame  was  hindered 
by  circumstances  beyond  his  control.  Even  his  small,  private  funeral  was  marred  by  the  presence  of  troops  and 
security  personnel  guarding  against  outbursts  of  terrorism.  He  had  lived  alone,  and,  in  the  end,  he  died  alone. 

Immediately  after  the  assassination,  Shelley's  chief  advisor  was  sworn  in  as  prime  minister  of  the  nation.  Outward 
stability  was  acquired  through  force  and  intimidation.  Despite  promises  of  comprehensive  social  security  services  and 
a  revived  economy,  the  people  still  felt  insecure  and  threatened.  They  had  little  faith  in  their  government. 

Colin  Chang  10A 
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Of  all  the  symbols  of  Canada,  the  one  which  has  stood  out  most  in  the  unification  of  our  country  has  been  our 
national  anthem.  At  anything  from  sports  competitions  to  school  assemblies,  even  though  only  the  first  of  its  four 
stanzas  is  usually  sung,  the  lyric  has  given  Canadians  from  coast  to  coast  a  feeling  of  pride  in  being  Canadian.  A 
study  of  the  history  of  our  national  anthem,  "O  Canada,"  can  impress  it  and  the  importance  of  it  to  our  culture 
and  heritage  upon  us. 

The  orgins  of  the  national  anthem  began  shortly  after  confederation,  with  the  preparations  for  the  feast  of  St. 
Jean  Baptiste,  in  Quebec  City  in  1880.  A  banquet  attended  by  the  Governor  General,  the  Marquis  of  Lome,  and  his 
wife,  Princess  Louise,  was  one  highlight  of  the  occasion,  which  involved  state  and  church  leaders  and  attracted 
visitors  from  the  French  communities  in  the  United  States  and  from  all  across  Canada. 

From  the  records,  it  seems  that  the  committee  responsible  for  the  celebration  had  plans  to  mark  the  occasion  with 
the  inauguration  of  a  patriotic  song.  A  competition,  with  the  winning  entry  to  make  its  debut  on  June  24,  1880,  was 
to  be  held  in  order  to  find  a  patriotic  song.  As  time  passed,  the  organizing  group  realized  that  it  was  too  late  to 
initiate  the  competition. 

The  Lieutenant-Govenor  of  Quebec,  Theordore  Robitaille,  entered  the  scene  as  a  result  of  these  events.  He  asked 
gifted  musician  Calixa  Lavallee,  a  leading  and  popular  musician  both  in  Canada  and  abroad,  to  compose  the  music. 
Within  a  week,  Lavallee  has  completed  a  provisional  military  melody.  He  had  undoubtedly  been  inspired  by  the 
PROCESSION  which  opens  the  second  act  of  Mozart's  opera,  THE  MAGIC  FLUTE,  for  the  music  of  "O  Canada" 
is  very  similar  to  this  PROCESSION.  Robitaille  then  approached  well  known  Judge  Adolphe  Basile  Routhier  of  the 
Quebec  Superior  Court  to  write  the  words  for  a  national  song.  Routhier  proudly  created  the  French  lyrics  of  "O 
Canada,"  which  have  remained  unchanged  since  then. 

The  song  was  played  on  June  24,  1880,  during  the  banquet,  attended  by  the  Marquis  of  Lome  and  Lieutenant- 
Governor  Robitaille.  The  composition  was  an  instant  success  and  continued  to  be  popular  in  Quebec  from  then  on. 
It  soon  took  the  place  of  George  Etienne  Cartier's  tune,  "O  Canada,  mon  pays,  mes  amours,"  which  had  been  first 
among  French-Canadian  patriotic  songs.  At  festivals,  the  new  song  was  sung  with  great  enthusiasm.  The  music 
became  a  favorite  with  military  bands,  due  to  its  martial  character. 

The  birth  and  popularity  of  "O  Canada"  reveals  the  love  that  French  Canadians  had  for  Canada  around  this 
time.  The  song  was  a  symbol  of  their  patriotism  and  their  pride  in  being  a  part  of  the  great  country. 

However,  for  the  next  twenty  years  nothing  much  was  heard  of  "O  Canada"  outside  Quebec.  Around  1900, 
certain  national  groups  presented  propaganda  praising  Lavallee's  song,  and  at  a  military  camp  at  Niagara  in  1900, 
the  first  official  English  exposure  of  "O  Canada"  took  place.  Five  years  later,  in  1905,  an  English  version  written  by 
Dr.  Thomas  Bedford  Richardson,  along  with  Routhier's  original  French  lyric,  was  published  by  a  Toronto  company. 
In  fact,  about  twenty  English  versions  were  written  to  accompany  Lavallee's  music  during  those  early  years. 

In  1908,  the  300th  anniversary  of  the  founding  of  Quebec  City  by  Samuel  de  Champlain  was  celebrated;  this 
invoked  much  national  fervour.  That  year,  the  English  version  by  the  Hon.  Robert  Stanley  Weir,  Montreal  lawyer 
and  Admiralty  Judge  of  the  Exchequer  Court  of  Canada,  was  written.  His  version  was  not  a  translation;  it  was  an 
independent  composition  with  the  theme  being:  "We  stand  on  guard  for  thee." 

Stephen  Simpson,  the  grandson  of  Judge  Weir  (and  who  gave  me  some  of  my  information,)  said  that  the  lyric's 
main  idea  is  that  "It's  up  to  the  people  to  stand  on  guard  against  (their)  internal  divisions." 

Judge  Weir's  reasons  for  writing  the  song  are  evident.  It  had  occurred  to  him  that  there  was  an  opportunity  to 
provide  English-speaking  Canada  with  English  words  to  the  same  melody  that  his  French  Canadian  countrymen  were 
using.  Also,  he  once  said: 

"What  a  fine  thing  too,  if  French  and  English  should  adopt  Lavallee's  music  by  common  use  while,  even  in  the 
same  assembly,  singing  in  their  own  language.  This  will  be  at  least  one  RAPPROCHEMENT,  one  attempt  to  secure 
much-desired  Canadian  unity." 

It  was  this  and  his  tender  feeling  for  Canada  which  inspired  him  to  write  the  words.  "O  Canada"  immediately 
became  well  known  to  the  rest  of  the  country  and  it  is  this  version  that  generations  of  Canadians  have  adopted  as 
their  national  anthem,  for  there  is  something  about  its  flavour  which  raises  it  above  others. 

By  the  time  our  country  entered  World  War  One,  "O  Canada"  has  become  the  most  popular  patriotic  song,  even 
exceeding  "The  Maple  Leaf  Forever".  As  our  brave  soldiers  fought,  "O  Canada"  emerged  as  the  song  which  most 
thrilled  them.  It  consequently  became  cherished  to  those  thousands  of  soldiers  to  whom  it  had  previously  been  one 
of  many.  For  this  reason,  it  also  became  of  sacred  importance  to  all  Canadians  and  grew  in  popularity. 


Both  the  federal  and  provincial  governments  gave  official  recognition  of  the  Weir  version  on  many  occasions,  and 
it  was  used  to  commemorate  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  Confederation,  on  July  1,  1917. 

From  1921  on,  the  song  was  printed  in  the  public  school  readers  of  a  number  of  provinces,  and  in  1924,  the 
Association  of  Canadian  Clubs  endorsed  Weir's  version,  singing  it  at  all  meetings. 

The  song's  popularity  and  recognition  continued  to  mount.  In  1927,  Weir's  and  Routhier's  lyrics  were  officially 
published  at  the  Diamond  Jubilee  of  Canadian  Confederation,  together  with  the  music  of  Lavallee.  They  were  of- 
ficially approved  again  when  Their  Highnesses,  King  George  VI  and  Queen  Elizabeth,  visited  Canada  in  1939. 
Canada's  Armed  Forces  adopted  the  song  in  1948. 

Finally,  action  towards  making  "O  Canada"  our  official  national  anthem  was  spurred  on  in  the  late  sixties.  A 
joint  committee  of  the  House  of  Commons  and  Senate  was  formed  in  order  to  study  the  proposals.  This  came  with 
good  reason,  since  we  were  one  of  only  a  handful  of  countries  with  no  OFFICIAL  ANTHEM.  After  having  heard 
over  one  thousand  different  versions,  the  Committee  unanimously  recommended  in  its  report  of  May  19,  1967,  that 
Judge  Weir's  version,  with  only  nine  word  changes,  and  the  original  french  text  of  Sir  Adolphe  Basile  Routhier  be 
adopted  as  the  national  anthem  of  our  country.  The  lyrics  would  be  accompanied  by  Calixa  Lavallee's  music. 
However,  the  recommendation  was  never  implemented  by  the  government  and  so  "O  Canada"  remained  only  a 
NATIONAL  SONG. 

On  June  6,  1980,  a  pair  of  commemorative  postage  stamps  were  "issued  to  celebrate  Canada  Day  1980."  One  of 
the  stamps  possesses  the  first  five  bars  of  "O  Canada"  and  the  other  the  portraits  of  Lavallee,  Routhier  and  Weir. 

The  Hon.  Francis  Fox,  Secretary  of  State  and  Minister  of  Communications,  introduced,  on  June  15,  1980,  a  Bill 
C-36,  entitled  the  "National  Anthem  Act",  a  bill  which  proposed  that  the  recommendation  of  the  1967  Committee 
be  adopted.  There  was  much  concern  over  the  bill  from  opposition  Members  of  Parliament.  The  New  Democratic 
Party  was  worried  over  the  word  "son"  in  the  anthem,  since  women  might  take  offence.  The  words  "native  land" 
brought  up  concerns,  for  there  are  many  people  for  whom  Canada  is  home  but  not  their  native  land.  The  govern- 
ment, however,  promised  to  resolve  these  problems  as  soon  as  possible.  On  June  27,  1980,  the  bill  was  given  Royal 
Assent  and  on  July  1,  1980,  during  Canada  Day  ceremonies  on  Parliament  Hill,  "O  Canada"  was  officially 
proclaimed  Canada's  National  Anthem. 

This  past  summer,  I  worked  as  a  research  assistant  for  two  Members  of  Parliament  from  Alberta.  Sitting  in  the 
galleries  of  the  House  of  Commons  as  the  bill  was  given  Royal  Assent  and  participating  in  the  celebrations  at 
Parliament  Hill  on  July  1  gave  me  a  sense  of 
pride.  Never  before  had  I  experienced  such  a 
feeling  of  nationalism.  While  lying  on  the  Hill 
lawn,  I  noticed  the  general  feeling  of  all  the 
spectators,  whether  they  were  francophones  or 
anglophones:  that  is,  a  feeling  of  pride  in  being 
Canadian.  As  everyone  sang  "O  Canada"  and 
watched  the  fireworks  shoot  off  into  the  dark 
sky,  this  feeling  of  togetherness  and  love  for 
Canada  was  expressed,  as  people  sang  the  an- 
them with  vigour  and  dignity. 

An  important  contribution  to  our  national 
unity  has  been  given  by  the  designation  of  "O 
Canada"  as  our  official  National  Anthem.  This 
contribution  may  spur  on  Canadian  nationalism 
and  patriotism,  giving  all  Canadians  a  national 
pride  sentiment  and  enabling  a  more  significant 
awareness  and  appreciation  of  our  heritage.  The 
anthem  expresses  our  pride  in  the  founders  of 
our  great  country  and  their  aspirations  and 
courage,  in  the  vast  and  resource-rich  land,  and 
finally  in  the  growth  and  development  of  our 
country.  Canadians  are  proud  of  themselves  and 
love  their  country. 

Generally,  the  anthem  has,  throughout  its 
history,  expressed  the  truth  of  the  existence  of  a 
Canadian  identity  and  the  values  of  the 
Canadian  society.  The  anthem  is  something  all 
of  us  in  Canada  should  be  proud  of.  "O 
Canada"  is  enshrined  as  part  of  our  country's 
heritage  and  will  continue  to  be  so. 

Hirsh  Bernstein,  1 1 
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Howard  Adler 


HOW  THE  ELEPHANT 
GOT  HIS  LARGE  TRUNK 

Once  upon  a  time  there  lived  an  Indian.  One  day  he 
met  an  elephant  with  a  short  nose.  The  Indian  said, 
"Would  you  like  a  drink  of  water?" 

"Yes,  please,"  replied  the  elephant. 

So  they  went  down  to  the  lake  and  the  elephant  bent 
over  and  drank  and  drank  and  drank.  Then  the  Indian 
looked  at  his  face  and  and  his  trunk  was  fat  and  full  of 
water.  So  the  Indian  brought  him  over  to  his  house. 
The  Indian  started  to  pull  his  trunk  and  eventually  it 
got  longer  and  longer.  Finally  all  the  water  came  out 
and  the  elephant's  trunk  was  long.  That's  how  the 
elephant  got  his  long  trunk. 

Ryan  Blatt,  3 


HOW  AN  ELEPHANT 
GOT  HIS  BIG  TRUNK 

Once  upon  a  time  in  Africa,  an  elephant  wanted  to 
try  peanuts  so  he  asked  another  elephant  where  he 
could  get  peanuts.  So  the  other  elephant  told  him  that 
he  could  get  peanuts  in  the  jungle  of  Africa.  There 
are  peanut  trees  there.  So  the  elephant  went  to  the 
African  jungle.  He  saw  tigers,  panthers,  and  other 
animals  and  then  he  saw  what  he  was  looking  for,  his 
peanut  tree.  He  pulled  and  pulled  and  pulled  and  his 
nose  got  bigger  and  bigger.  Finally,  he  got  his  peanuts 
and  all  the  other  elephants  did  the  same  thing. 

Chris  Pantelidis,  3 
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MY  LIFE  AS  A  PENCIL 

A  life  of  a  pencil  is  very  dull.  All  people  care  about  us 
pencils  is  that  we  pencils  make  it  easier  to  make  marks  on 
paper.  The  people  are  very  strange.  They  get  higher  and 
higher  instead  of  getting  shorter  and  shorter,  like  us 
pencils.  And  some  people  even  chew  on  us  pencils.  People 
always  throw  us  pencils  around  but  people  don't  know 
what  it's  like.  But  pencils  can  take  pain,  people  can't. 
People  always  sharpen  us  and  that  breaks  our  lead.  So  as  1 
told  you,  a  pencil's  life  is  very  dull.  And  that  is  what  a 
pencil's  life  is  like,  very  dull. 

Jean-Paul  Kovalik,  3 


MY  LIFE  AS  A  PENCIL 


My  life  is  like  a  pencil,  all  long  and  thin.  With  a  lead  tip 
to  write  down  all  the  things  that  are  happening,  and  a  rub 
away  eraser  to  rub  away  the  past.  When  I  have  just  bought 
my  pencil,  I  am  born.  When  I  write  for  the  very  first  time 
with  my  pencil,  I  have  just  learnt  to  walk.  The  more  I 
write,  the  more  I  learn.  When  I  sharpen  this  magic  pencil,  I 
get  older.  As  I  get  older  my  pencil  (my  life)  becomes 
shorter. 

Olof  Sandblom,  3 
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Hiro  Kataoka,  9 


ALL  ABOUT  BROTHERS 

Brothers  can  tease  you  very  much.  Brothers 
can  be  mean,  troublesome,  they  mess  up  your 
room  so  you  get  in  troubel.  Some  scrible  all  over 
your  homework  so  your  teacher  gets  mad.  Some 
scream  when  you  touch  them. 

Brothers  can  be  nice  too.  They  can  be  very 
helpful  like  they  can  even  clean  your  room  up! 
They  can  give  you  just  what  you  want  for 
Christmas  or  for  your  bicycle,  they  can  pump 
your  tire  up,  they  can  take  down  the  garbage 
when  it  is  really  your  turn  and  they  can  turn  on 
the  channel  you  want  on  T.V. 


RAYMOND, 
THE  RABITE  WHO  DIDE 

Once  there  was  a  rabite.  He  was  in  the  forest. 
Once  there  was  a  hunter.  It  was  hunting  seesin 
so  one  morning  the  hunter  found  his  nest  and 
called  the  rabbite. 

Raymond  Betts,  2 


Olof  Sandblom,  3 


BIRTHDAY 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  little  boy  and  in 
one  day  he  was  going  to  be  four  years  old.  It 
was  exciting  finally  the  day  came  and  his  mother 
got  him  a  chocolate  birthday  cake  but  she  didn't 
know  it  was  magic.  All  his  friends  came. 

Mike  Echenberg,  1 


TONY 

Tony  is  an  amiml  he  likes  to  eat  sords  but 
somtims  he  will  eat  green  beense. 

Guy  Carleton,  1 


Michael  Stevenson,  8 


HALLOWEEN 

Late  in  the  night, 
Around  half-past  two, 
In  the  midst  of  my  fright, 
As  the  shadows  grew, 
I  scampered  away 
Into  my  bed, 
And  threw  the  covers 
Over  my  head, 
The  wind  was  howling; 
The  lightning  flew; 
Thunder  crashed; 
And  my  fear  grew. 
In  the  dark, 
Amid  the  gloom, 
Thunder  ceased 
In  my  now-tame  room. 
The  branches  swayed 
In  the  quiet  breeze; 
The  storm  had  calmed, 
And  my  fear  eased. 

Eugene  Dimitriou,  4  Allan  Reid 


AN  EMBARRASSING  SITUATION 

My  mother  was  a  dressmaker.  My  story  starts  here  at  my  mother's  shop.  Business  was  as  usual.  My 
mom  got  a  call.  It  was  for  a  pink  dress  with  red,  yellow  and  blue  flowers  around  the  waist.  I  look  at 
the  tag.  It  was  for  Lesley  Goodman,  a  girl  in  my  class.  That  night  I  came  in  for  a  snack.  I  heard 
someone  in  the  living  room.  I  went  to  ask  where  the  ice-cream  was.  When  I  went  in  the  living  room 
Mom  was  asking  Mrs.  Goodman  Lesley's  size.  Mrs.  Goodman  said  about  my  size.  I  ran  for  the  door, 
but  Mom  shot  the  dress  on  me.  Just  then  my  dear  old  brother  came  in.  He  had  just  bought  a  one  step 
camera. 

"Hi,  dear,"  he  said.  (I  turned  around.) 

Flash  went  the  camera  in  my  eyes.  I  meant  to  go  after  him  but  I  got  pricked  with  pins. 

Frank  showed  Lesley  the  picture  and  she  nearly  died  laughing.  But  I  got  hold  of  the  camera  and 
took  a  picture  of  him  in  the  bath. 

Andre  Gonthier,  4 


HOW  THE  OSTRICH 
GOT  HIS  LONG  NECK 

One  day  Herman  the  Ostrich  was  jumping  along  the 
desert.  He  stopped,  and  boy,  did  he  feel  funny!  He 
pulled  out  his  mirror  and  looked  at  himself.  "I  never 
thought  I  had  a  short  neck.  I've  got  to  get  my  neck 
lengthened."  So  Herman  went  to  bed  but  before  he  got 
into  bed  he  said,  "Tomorrow  I  will  get  my  long  neck," 
and  he  did.  The  next  day  Herman  went  to  Chuck  the 
beaver.  "Chuck,"  he  said,  "I  need  your  help." 

"For  what?"  asked  Chuck. 

"For  what!  Can't  you  see  my  neck  is  short?" 

"Short  of  what?" 

"It's  not  long!" 

"Well,  I  can  fix  that.  Just  stick  your  head  in  mud." 

"O.K."  said  Herman.  So  he  did  and  that  is  how  the 
ostrich  got  his  long  neck. 

Tom  MacKay,  3 


HOW  THE  ZEBRA 
HAD  ITS  STRIPES 

There  once  was  a  very  big  zebra  that  was  in  jail.  No 
clothes  with  stripes  would  fit  him.  The  police  went  to 
the  tailors.  The  police  told  him  his  size.  The  tailor  was 
shocked. 

"Da  da  size  99,"  said  the  tailor. 

"Yes,"  said  the  tailor. 

So  the  tailor  worked  on  it.  The  next  day,  he  tried  it. 
It  did  not  fit.  the  tailor  was  working.  It  did  not  fit. 
Again,  again,  and  again. 

"I  quit,"  said  the  tailor. 

So  the  policeman  painted  the  stripes  on  him  and 
that's  how  the  zebra  got  its  stripes. 

Richard  Tang  Wai,  3 
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Trevor  Burbick 


MY  DOG 

One  day  my  family  said,  "We  need  a  dog."  So  the 
next  day  my  mother  sent  for  a  Great  Dane  in 
Philadelphia.  In  three  weeks  a  Great  Dane  came  from 
Philadelphia.  That  night  my  father  came  home.  When 
he  saw  that  dog  he  said,  "Now  I  have  someone  to  jog 
with!"  I  said,  "I  can  ride  on  her  back." 

Then  my  mother  said,  "What  should  we  name  her?" 

Then  I  said,  "Dagmar." 

The  next  morning  when  I  came  home  with  my  dad 
and  Dagmar  from  jogging,  Dagmar  was  so  hungry  she 
stole  my  bread  and  ate  it.  Then  she  made  a  big  bark! 

When  my  dog  died  I  cried. 


THE  DOG  THAT  CAME  TO  SCHOOL 

A  little  boy  was  playing  outside  in  the  front  yard 
when  a  dog  came  running  up  to  him.  He  was  surprised. 
The  dog  stood  on  his  hind  legs  and  put  out  his  paw  for 
a  little  shake.  The  boy  jumped  up  in  amazement. 

"Is  this  dog  human  or  not?" 

The  dog  was  so  funny  that  he  went  to  school  with 
him  the  next  day.  Everyone  laughed  so  hard  that  its 
heart  was  broken.  The  teacher  walked  in  and  shouted 
in  her  loudest  voice  that  you  could  hear  it  throughout 
the  school.  After  that  the  dog  was  the  best  in  the  class. 
He  knew  more  Math,  English,  and  even  History  than 
anybody  in  the  school.  Everyone  called  him  Master. 

The  years  went  by  and  he  went  into  high  school  and 
even  college!  When  he  graduated  from  college  he  met  a 
fantastic  female  dog.  They  got  married  and  after  a  few 
years  had  puppies,  thirty  puppies  in  all.  After  a  while 
the  puppies  were  all  over  the  garden.  They  all  lived 
happily  ever  after. 

David  Mathews,  4 


Jason  Guthrie,  3 


Tarek  Razek,  7 


THE  ENCHANTED  TOOTHBRUSH 


GOOD  GNUS! 

I  think  a  brand  new  gnu  is  very  handsome.  This  was 
also  Santa  Claus'  feeling  the  year  that  he  decided  to 
have  his  sleigh  pulled  by  eight  new-born  gnus.  One  of 
the  newest  gnu  observers  has  complained  of  difficulty 
in  telling  the  difference  between  an  old  gnu  and  a  new 
gnu.  However,  I  know  the  new  gnu  secret!!  The  secret 
is  a  new  gnu's  nose  is  nearer  his  knees  than  an  old 
gnu's.  Now  you  know  too,  so  when  you  go  to  a  gnu 
land,  you  can  tell  a  new  gnu  from  an  old! 

Edward  Garson,  4 


Once  upon  a  time,  long  ago,  there  lived  a  king  who 
had  many  valuable  possessions.  The  one  he  treasured 
most,  oddly  enough,  was  his  toothbrush. 

This  toothbrush  wasn't  made  of  silver  or  gold,  but  it 
was  simply  amazing.  It  would  brush  his  majesty's  teeth 
whenever  the  king  ordered  it  to  do  so.  The  king,  most 
proud,  would  never  let  anyone  see  it.  This  toothbrush 
was  guarded  by  four  knights  and  forty-four  steel  walls, 
each  six  inches  thick. 

Every  day,  his  majesty  drank  soft-drinks  and  ate  the 
finest  meals  without  a  care  in  the  world,  knowing  that 
the  enchanted  toothbrush  would  take  care  of  the 
"cavity  creeps"  and  leave  his  teeth  pearly  white. 

Another  king  wanted  this  toothbrush  very  much,  so 
he  sent  an  army  of  troops  to  do  battle  for  it.  The 
defending  king  asked  his  royal  adviser  about  the 
matter.  This  noble  one  advised  the  king  to  rocket  the 
toothbrush  into  outer  space.  His  majesty  did  this  to 
save  his  men. 

Some  day  an  astronaut  might  find  a  strangely-shaped 
unidentified  flying  object  in  outer  space  and  upon  its 
return  to  earth  we  would  have  another  generation  living 
with  the  so-called  "enchanted  toothbrush". 


Eugene  Dimitriou,  4 


Howard  Adler 
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THE  RESCUE 


One  day  I  was  walking  along  the  beach.  I  saw  two 
people  stranded  on  a  rock.  It  was  low  tide,  but  it 
would  soon  rise. 

"But  why  didn't  they  swim  here?"  I  thought. 

Then  I  saw  a  shark.  My  blood  chilled.  1  ran  for  the 
Coast  Guard.  When  I  came  to  the  office  I  said,  "There 
are  two  people  stranded  on  a  rock  with  a  shark  around 
them  at  Ship  Wrecker's  Cove!" 

One  of  them  said,  "Come  on." 

But  another  said,  "Let's  get  a  helicopter." 

We  all  rushed  to  the  helicopter.  We  flew  to  where  I 
saw  them.  Sure  enough  I  saw  them  there.  We  let  down 
the  ladder  and  they  climbed  aboard. 

Then  one  of  them  said,  "It  want  to  thank  whoever 
saw  us." 

Before  I  could  say  anything  a  Coast  Guard  said, 
"This  boy  deserves  all  the  credit." 

Ian  Macauley,  4 


THE  RESCUE 
FROM  BEING  FRICASSED 

Charles  the  rooster  came  out  in  front  of  the  chicken 
coup  and  walked  slowly  across  the  barnyard.  Mr. 
Bean,  the  farmer,  did  not  have  very  much  money  and 
could  not  afford  buying  an  alarm  clock  for  his  rooster. 
Charles'  job  was  that  he  had  to  jump  on  the  fence  and 
scream,  "Cock-a-doodle-do"  at  4:00  a.m.  If  this  was 
not  done  Mr.  Bean  would  lose  his  temper  and  he  would 
fricasse  the  rooster  for  Sunday  dinner.  Charles  had  lots 
of  friends  in  the  barn  yard:  Freddy  the  pig,  Jink  the 
black  cat,  Christopher  the  horse,  Bow  Wow  the  dog, 
and  many  others.  All  his  friends  knew  about  the 
fricasse  business. 

"What  can  we  do  about  it?"  said  Bow  Wow. 

"I  know,"  said  Christopher,  "we  can  buy  an  alarm 
clock  with  the  money  we  have."  So  they  raised  all  their 
money  and  got  an  alarm  clock. 

So  from  now  on  the  rooster  got  up  each  day  at  4:00 
a.m.  and  yelled  "Cock-a-doodle-do." 


Edwin  Taguchi,  8 


Andre  Troubetzkoy,  4 


HIDE  AND  SEEK 


SPACESHIP 


Once  upon  a  time  ther  was  a  man  he  was  normal  but 
just  for  one  thing.  Well  you  see  he  had  eys  all  around 
his  head  and  whenever  he  wanted  to  play  hide  and  seek 
he  cod  see  evry  body. 

Michael  Henderson,  2 


Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  lost  space  ship.  It  was 
lost  in  space.  It  couldn't  come  back  to  earth.  It  was 
lost.  It  was  still  going  up  and  up.  It  almost  ckrasht. 

George  Hadjipavlou,  1 
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TEACHER  PARENTS  NIGHT 


Teachers  are  ... 

T  -  terribly 

E  -  exact 

A  -  arrogantly 

C  -  crafty 

H  -  horribly 

E  -  exact,  and  ... 

R  -  repulsively 

S  -  senile! 

Classmates  are  ... 

C  -  clumsily 

L  -  lazy 

A  -  auspiciously 

S  -  sullen 

S  -  sufferingly 

M  -  morbid 

A  -  and 

T  -  terribly 

E  -  ecstatically 

S  -  sensible. 

School  is  ... 

S  -  stupidly 

C  -  clumsily 

H  -  horendously 

O  -  overbearing  and  ... 

O  -  organically 

L  -  lofty. 

Alex  Thomson,  7 
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Torture 

Excited 

Adults 

Criticizing 

Hurting 

Education-needy 

Rascals 

Paranoid 

Adults 

Ruining 

Entirely 

Nippers 

Treasured 

Secrets 

Night- 
It's 

Gonna 
Hurt 
Tots! 

Charles  Newman,  7 
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IF  I  WERE  A  KITE 

If  I  were  a  kite 

I  would  have  the  power  of  flight. 

Up  into  the  clouds  I  would  soar. 

I  would  certainly  be  no  bore. 

In  the  sky  I  would  go. 

As  free  as  the  wind  I  would  flow. 

If  the  wind  would  stop 

I  would  drop! 


Clarence  Mah,  5 


KITES 

Their  tails  flutter  in  gusts  of  wind 

Like  a  leaf  falling  from  a  tree 

Reeling  and  swooping  like  giant  wildly  colou 

As  they  dance  in  the  wind 

Up  and  up  it  soars  far  above  the  trees 

Chasing  the  birds  and  following  the  breeze. 

Up  and  up  it  rises  above  the  blue  sea. 


Andrew  Smith,  5 


A  TIME  OF  YEAR 


A  time  of  year  is  sometimes  a  sound  to  hear,  the 
laughter  and  chatter  of  children  all  year.  It  would  never 
os  finer  to  see  the  sight  of  a  miner  coming  from  work 
the  home  and  family  he  loves.  It  would  be  nicer  to 
ee  the  world  a  little  spicier  and  to  save  the  good  times 
of  the  year,  and  stop  it  from  running  through  Father 
Time's  fingers.  The  time  of  year,  oh  what  a  sound  to 
hear,  and  hope  it  will  never  end. 

Kenny  Palko,  5 


THE  FIRE'S  LIGHT 

All  alone  on  a  winter's  night,  that  heat  coming  from 
that  sight  of  yellow,  red,  and  orange  light,  that  was  the 
sight,  the  sight  that  should  be  seen  on  a  winter's  night. 
What  a  beautiful  sight  of  a  fire  in  a  dim  light.  The 
sound  of  the  crackling  wood  should  warm  the  hearts  of 
the  people  that  should. 


Kenny  Palko,  5 


A  RAINY  MORNING  IN  MAY 

The  falling  rain  splashed  lazily  on  the  street  during  a 
wet,  drowsy  day  in  May.  During  English  class,  I  looked 
from  my  seat  out  the  window  wearily  and  saw  tired 
cars  meandering  along  the  wet  street.  The  rain  wet  all 
the  unhappy,  tired  and  wandering  people.  The  dark  sky 
blocked  the  rays  of  the  sun,  giving  the  city  a  dark  look. 
The  hot  and  stuffy  air  blew  through  the  dank  sky.  The 
muddy  puddles  were  disrupted  by  the  weary  cars 
travelling  down  the  street.  The  squirrels  were  hiding  in 
their  dens  from  the  soaking  rain  as  the  leaves  of 
dormant  trees  rustled  about  in  the  May  wind.  The  rain 
fell  all  around  the  tired  houses  and  buildings  like 
bombs.  Mud  lay  around  the  street  in  dispersed  puddles. 
The  fall  of  the  rain  onto  the  cars  made  a  pattern  of 
sound  as  if  it  were  trying  to  hypnotize  me  to  sleep.  The 
sound  of  the  falling  rain  soon  made  me  tired  and  tired 
and  ... 

"Driinnngggg!"  went  the  class  bell  which  awoke  me 
from  my  gazing. 

Chris  Naudie,  7 


A  RAINY  DAY  IN  MAY 

When  I  woke  up  this  morning,  I  looked  out  my 
window  and  saw  that  it  was  raining.  1  could  feel  the 
gloomy  tiredness  in  the  air.  The  wetness  made  the  buds 
and  small  leaves  on  the  trees  seem  to  shine.  It  made  me 
want  to  go  back  to  bed.  The  grey  clouds  that  blotted 
out  the  deep  blue  sky  and  brilliant  yellow  sun  seemed 
to  say,  "Go  back  to  bed,  sleep  all  you  want,  there's 
nothing  to  look  forward  to  today."  The  constant 
dripping  of  the  rain  almost  hypnotized  me,  blocking 
out  all  other  noises.  All  that  gave  the  day  an  evil 
character,  as  if  the  devil  had  taken  it  over.  Then  the 
thunder  and  lightning  came.  It  was  as  if  God  was  all  of 
a  sudden  fighting  back.  Then  the  clouds  cleared,  the 
yellow  sun  came  out,  and  the  blue  sky  appeared 
through  the  separating  clouds.  But  it  was  too  late,  the 
sun  was  going  down.  But  the  victory  was  shown  by  a 
clear,  starry  night  with  a  big  full  moon. 

David  Jones,  7 


GOD 

He's  the  ruler  of  us  all, 

The  skinny,  the  fat,  the  big  and  small. 

Without  our  God,  we  wouldn't  be, 

Neither  would  the  forests  or  the  vast  blue  sea. 

For  we  are  His  supreme  creation, 

The  fruit  of  hard  work  and  concentration. 

'Tis  He  who  keeps  the  world  spinning  in  space, 
Watching  and  guarding  it  with  a  glowing  face. 

Seated  up  there  at  a  great  height, 
Is  our  God  with  Jesus  to  His  right. 

Making  the  world  a  better  place, 
For  His  beloved  human  race. 

Without  our  God  we  wouldn't  be, 
That's  what  I'm  trying  to  make  you  see. 

Patrick  Jabal,  7 


THE  PATH  AND  THE  PARTY 

I  hurried  along  the  path  in  the  wood; 
The  old  oak  trees  were  all  I  could  see. 
Feeling  as  lonely  as  one  possibly  could, 
I  wished  someone  were  walking  with  me. 

At  last  I  reached  my  destination: 

An  old  church  hall  missing  many  a  rafter. 

Going  inside,  I  lost  all  concentration, 

Such  was  the  clamour  of  shouting  and  laughter. 

The  noise  and  commotion  made  me  think, 
"Why  am  I  with  these  people  so  crude?" 
As  a  man  offered  me  one  more  drink, 
I  felt  a  yearning  for  solitude. 

Alex  Brown,  8 
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AN  OLD  PLACE  SEEN  THROUGH  THE  DARK 


It  was  a  4ark,  dreary  and  rainy  night  when  the  train  pulla8-ini<5  the  station.  A  tew  moments 
halt,  wean,-  soldiers  began  to  clamber  out  of  the  cars  arid  onto  the  platform.  Each  soidier  was  carrying  a 
canvas  bag.  Somehow,  the  sotcliers  seemed  disappointed.  No  band  was  there  to  greet  them;  no  parents  a 
vere  jumping  for  joy  to  see  their  sons,  but  there  was  a  reason  for  this.  The  tram  had  arrived  one  day 


CI 
Wt 

was  3  a.m. 

johnny,  one  ot  the  soldiers,  stood  on  the  platform,  bewildered  for  a  moment.  Finally,  atter  a  minute 
collected  his  wits  and  decided  to  walk  home.  He  swung  his  bag  over  his  shoulder  and  proceeded  acrossthe  pt 

The  rain  had  almost  stoppednvhen  Johnny  reached  the  edge  of  the  town.  He-45id  his  fcfag  down  anci^ulled  out-a 

cigarette.  The  grass  was  wet,  but  that  didn't  bother  him.  A  thin  fog  was  beginning  to  form  on  thejiteldsy  and  -the 

d  not  yet  come  out.  Johnny  could  see  the  roofs  of  the  town  houses  whenever  a  flash  Srom  the  disfant  storm 

lit  up  the  sky  in  the  distance.  He  could  see  his  old  school  and  the  roof"oT  a  soda  shop  where  he  and  his  pal*  used-Jo 

er.  All  the  buildings  were  the  same,  except  that  they  ware, %little  older  and  some  looked  a  bit  more  srilfbby.  **" 

hnnv  finished  his  cigarette  and  threw  it  into  a  puddle  on  the  dirt  road.  He  waited  tofliear,  the  hiss,  picked  up  his 

canvass  bag  and  proceeded  slowly  down  the  road.  He  was  thinking  of  his  family  and  hirold  girlfriends. 

After  he  had  walked  a  mile  or  so  down  the  road,  he  became  more  aware  of  his  surroundings.  The  sound \©f  a     ' 
cricket  could  be  heard  a  few  feet  ahead  of  him  and  the  stench  of  cow  manure  came  to  his  nose.  In  the  distance,  a*' 
barn  could  be  seen.  The  grass  had  grown  long  in  the  fields  and  was  almost  ready  to  be  cut  for  hay.  The  centre  of 
the  road  had  grown  in  with  weeds  and  needed  salting  down,  and  the  rain  water  streams  had  worn  ruts  in  the  roads. 
After  walking  five  hundred  yards,  Johnny  approached  a  barn  surrounded  by  tfclump  of  trees.  There  was  a  large      a 
"hole  in  the  barn  root,  and  moss  was  growing  in  the  cracks.  He  stopped  for  a  moment  to  pick  out  a  new  sound.  It 
was  the  sound  ol  drops  of  water,  slowly  falling  off  the  roof  onto  a  discarded  paint  can  lid.  It  made  a  sort  of  dint! 
..#  dint!  ...  dint!  noise.  /Jll  *  **  f.~&"'JU\k  i  '  * 

Johnny  was  now  near  his  home.  He  slowly  pushed  the  laige  cattle  gate  open,  and  entered  trfe  farm  yard.  Suddenly 
it  began  to  rain  harder,  but  Johnny  didn't  care;  he  was  already  wet.  B|  .  ^_       -"-5-^ 

The  farm  yard  looked  the  same,  except  that  a  few  things  looked  run  down.  The  new  gutters  that  "Johnny  ha 
installed  before  going  to  war  were  now  starting  to  turn  green  from  exposure.  Johnny  slowly- tfalkgd  up  the 
stairs,  opened  the  screen  door  and  then  hesitated.  He  was  too  tired  to  work  his  way  to  his  room  "and 
swinging  couch  on  the  porch  looked  inviting.  But  no,  Johnny  continued  on  into  the  house,  made  his  way  quietly 
to  his  room  and  fell  asleep  on  his  old  bed. 


THE  KEY  TO  A  HAPPY  LIFE 

Far  away,  in  the  heart  of  Tibet 
A  guru  sits,  surrounded  by  snow. 
It  is  said  by  many  that  he  knows  the  secret 
Of  life  and  what  makes  this  planet  go. 
To  him,  each  year,  hundreds  do  tred, 
Hoping  that  he  will  reveal  his  deep  thoughts. 
Presents  and  money,  they  bring  him  lots. 
But  of  his  knowledge,  he  reveals  not  a  speck. 

As  he  grew  old  and  was  about  to  die, 
Very  rich  and  quite  well-to-do, 
He  summoned  a  moron  to  visit  on  high 
For  he  had  decided  to  pass  on  what  he  knew. 
"The  key  to  a  happy  life,"  he  said  with  a  sigh, 
"Is  to  make  like  you  are  truly  wise, 
Grow  a  beard,  get  a  guru's  guise. 
Set  on  to  the  crowd  that  you  know  it  all. 
Remain  mystically  silent,  dropping  a  phrase  or  two, 
And  you  will  see  how  they  flock  to  you. 

Mark  Jany,  9 


Edwin  Taguchi,  8 


IGNORANCE  AND  TRUE  KNOWLEDGE 

Ignorance  is  a  cave, 

Where  everyone  is  in  darkness, 

While  real  knowledge  is  the  world  outside, 

Where  everyone  basks  in  the  sunshine  of  intelligence  and  kindness. 

At  first  we  are  in  the  cave  of  ignorance, 
Where  we  are  prevented  from  seeing, 
This  beautiful,  serene  world  of  kindness, 
And  thus  we  cruelly  hurt  each  other. 


But  gradually  we  learn  to  improve  ourselves, 

And  magically  a  beam  of  light  enters  the  cave, 

Which  enables  us  to  begin  to  understand  each  other, 

And  arouses  our  curiosity  about  the  infinite  universe  of  wonders. 

With  this  precious  illumination  of  insight, 
We,  the  torchbearers  of  the  light, 
May  break  down  the  dark  walls  of  the  cave, 
By  sharing  the  knowledge  with  fellow  men. 


Thus  we  emerge  into  the  world  of  light, 

Where  everyone  dances  joyfully, 

Where  everyone  is  kind,  understanding  and  forgiving, 

And  this  is  the  best  knowledge  of  all. 


Ferhaan  Ahmad,  8 
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Michael  Stevenson,  8 
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THE  DISEASE 
WHICH  HAS  NO  CURE 

The  long,  harsh  winter  was  over.  Spring  was 
welcomed  by  everyone;  however,  for  some,  it  was  the 
beginning  of  a  disastrous  ordeal:  for  small  harmless 
creatures  so  fragile  in  aspects. 

"...  and  as  you  know,  I  promise  all  my  fellow  ants 
equality,  happiness,  and  stability;  and,  since  you  all 
know  and  respect  me,  I  have  volunteered  to  place  the 
burden  upon  myself  of  forming  this  ant  kingdom  into 
the  perfect  society."  These  were  the  words  of  Igor 
Antouski,  the  words  that  led  to  his  downfall. 

Under  this  new  system,  the  ants  of  the  red  army  were 
forced  to  invade  and  take  over  neighbouring  sectors  to 
make  room  for  their  expanding  society  and  to 
demonstrate  their  supremacy. 

The  same  night,  a  small  group  of  highly-powerful 
red  ants  organized  a  cladestine  meeting  in  a  deserted 
beer  can  to  discuss  the  sudden  change  in  rule.  They 
argued  about  matters  pertaining  to  equality  and 
stability:  subjects  which  are  completely  new  to  them. 
However,  the  meeting  did  not  go  unnoticed;  inform- 
ants for  Antovski  stationed  everywhere  became  aware 
of  these  meetings  and  relayed  them  to  Antovski. 

"...  and  these  ants  will  be  executed  for  the  better  of 
the  republic,  and  obviously,  your  safety."  The  only 
way  to  prevent  a  revolt  was  to  execute  these  'traitors' 
before  they  could  spread  their  ideas  of  dissatisfaction; 
however,  the  population  of  ants  was  then  wondering 
how  this  reflected  equality? 

As  the  time  passed,  many  more  questions  arose 
about  Antovski's  decisions  and  how  they  related  to  his 
beliefs  of  equality,  and  stability. 

Just  before  the  large  clash  with  Afgh-ant-istan, 
Antovski  declared  that   top  military  ants  of  the  red 


army  would  no  longer  fight  with  the  rest  of  the  ants, 
but  would  be  stationed  at  the  rear  of  the  ranks  sur- 
veying the  immediate  situation.  Facing  a  crushing 
defeat  the  same  day,  Antovski  immediately  declared 
another  rule;  only  top  military  ants  would  receive  full 
rations  during  battle  because  they  had  to  think  of 
strategies  to  defeat  the  enemy  and  conquer  their 
territory.  With  the  growing  number  of  rules,  unrest  was 
churning  in  the  hearts  of  the  republic;  what  had 
happened  to  equality? 

With  the  continuing  fighting  between  the  republic 
and  opposing  forces,  heavy  damages  to  the  ants'  living 
quarters  were  incurred;  Antovski  was  quick  to  react. 

"The  decision  has  been  made;  all  those  not  par- 
ticipating in  the  battles  will  help  rebuild  all  of  the  living 
quarters  destroyed  in  the  skirmishes.  Another  section 
will  also  be  added  for  the  top  ants  of  the  republic. 
Until  the  job  is  completed,  half-rations  will  be  served. 
This  will  begin  immediately  tomorrow  at  dawn!" 

The  society  was  becoming  uneasy.  Since  when  had 
ants  been  treated  as  slaves?  This  was  not  equality!  How 
could  there  be  top  ants  in  a  society  based  on  equality? 
Perhaps  there  were  different  levels  of  equality? 

As  the  days  dragged  on,  Antovski's  power  increased 
at  an  incredible  rate;  equality  was  becoming  almost 
non-existent,  while  dictatorship  was  very  apparent.  All 
those  who  opposed  his  beliefs  had  either  been  banished 
or  found  dead. 

Radical  groups  such  as  the  "commune"  were  for- 
med. They  preached  the  old  ways  of  equality,  hap- 
piness, and  stability,  and  respected  its  founder,  Len- 
ant.  With  this  new  influential  force,  Antovski  took 
immediate  action  in  dispersing  it;  he  banished  the 
leader  of  it  from  the  republic.  He  had  supposedly 
fraternized  with  the  enemy.  With  this  event,  the  tension 
in  the  Republic  was  about  to  erupt. 

There  were  now  two  main  parties,  the  followers  of 
the  old  ways  and  those  loyal  to  Antovski.  Throughout 
the  whole  republic,  the  two  forces  clashed  resulting  in 
the  deaths  of  more  than  half  the  population  of  the  red 
army  ants.  During  the  skirmishes,  Antovski  was 
assassinated  by  a  mob  of  revolutionary  proletarian  ants 
outside  his  living  quarters. 

After  the  war  was  over,  only  a  minute  percentage  of 
red  army  ants  were  still  alive.  Thus,  neighbouring 
countries  were  able  to  waltz  right  in  and  take  over 
portions  of  the  'dead'  Republic. 

The  disease  had  yet  infected  another  society.  The 
ideas  of  equality,  happiness,  and  stability  were  only  a 
front  for  a  very  evident  dictatorship:  however,  events 
which  occurred  throughout  the  reign  of  this  flagrant 
excuse  for  a  government  then  led  to  a  complete 
destruction  of  another  society.  The  disease  was  caught 
spreading,  but  the  cure  was  not  found;  then,  it  was  too 
late. 

Geoffrey  Adams,  9 


*  THE  HOCKEY  GAME  * 

"...  Hogan  crosses  the  blue  line,  he  winds  up, 
shoots,  oh!  Nice  save  there  by  Johnson!  Wait! 
Rebound's  loose  in  front,  Davidson  picks  it  up,  swings 
to  his  backhand,  he  lets  it  go  ...  scores!!  Toronto 
again,  by  number  23,  Peter  Davidson. 

"Nice  play  there.  Some  dandy  stickhandling  by 
Davi...  hold  on  a  minute  here!  What's  going  on  over  in 
the  corner  there?  Peters  is  taking  a  run  at  Boucher,  the 
big  defenseman  who  set  up  Davidson  on  that  last  goal. 
They're  really  swinging  away  at  each  other,  wow! 
Boucher  just  levelled  Peters  with  a  devastating  right  to 
the  jaw!  It  looks  like  he's  gonna  be  out  for  the  count! 
Now  everyone's  paired  up,  and  we've  got  some  more 
skirmishes  all  over  the  ice.  This  one  could  be  a  while  in 
settling,  folks  ..." 

"What  a  punch,  man!  That  Boucher!  What  an 
excellent  goon!" 

Stephen  jumped  off  the  sofa  of  his  one-room 
apartment  and  imitated  the  hockey  player's  swing.  He 
finished  off  his  Molson,  flicked  off  the  set  and  headed 
out  the  door.  He  planned  to  catch  the  last  period  and  a 
half  down  at  the  local  tavern  where  he  could  share  his 
excitement  with  some  other  hockey  nuts. 

He  hopped  the  elevator  to  the  lobby,  strolled  out  and 
down  the  street  to  the  old  pub. 

He  grinned  as  he  entered,  half  in  anticipation,  half  in 
remembering  the  savage  fighting  he  had  just  watched. 

Quickly,  he  made  his  way  to  a  spot  near  the  large 
video  screen,  but  midway  to  the  table,  he  was  bumped 
by  a  large  bearded  man  who  had  his  hands  full  with 
two  large  pitchers  of  beer.  The  stuff  sloshed  all  over 
the  man's  coat,  and  he  muttered  an  angry  "asshole"  as 
he  set  the  pitchers  down  to  dry  his  clothes  off.  An 
annoyed  Stephen  retorted,  "It  sure  as  hell  wasn't  my 
fault,  you  jerk." 

"What  did  you  say?" 

"Jerk!  That's  all  you  are,  buddy!" 


And  then  the  fighting  began.  The  bearded  fellow 
grabbed  Stephen's  collar  and  shoved  him  backwards. 
Stephen  replied  with  a  vicious  swing  just  like  the  one 
he  had  seen  earlier,  only  it  wasn't  quite  so  clean  and 
simple.  He  heard  and  felt  jaw  bones  crushing  beneath 
his  fist,  and  the  feeling  nauseated  him.  His  hand  hurt 
badly,  too. 

But  this  was  not  to  be  the  end.  Stephen  had  knocked 
over  someone  else's  beer  when  he  had  been  shoved 
back,  and  now  more  angry  drinkers  were  in  the 
fighting.  Before  long,  it  was  a  full,  movie-style  brawl, 
only  there  was  a  difference. 

When  it  was  over,  those  lucky  enough  to  be  standing 
fled,  while  numerous  others  lay  badly  bruised  and  in 
real  pain,  crying  quietly  for  assistance. 

Before  long,  the  police  arrived  and  filled  out  long 
report  sheets  to  try  and  record  some  helpful  in- 
formation towards  nabbing  someone  for  the  costly 
damage  that  the  tavern  had  sustained.  Stephen  was  led 
off,  miserable,  by  a  pair  of  officers.  His  arm  appeared 
to  be  broken,  and  his  clothes  were  torn.  Others  were 
made  to  wait  for  medical  attention. 

When  all  was  done,  and  the  place  was  empty,  a  lone 
police  sergeant  quietly  surveyed  the  damage.  Then,  his 
head  low,  and  shaking  slowly,  he  too  departed. 


"All  right,  Bobby.  The  game  is  over.  They  won.  It's 
bed-time  for  you  now." 

"I  know,  I  know,"  replied  the  eight  year  old.  "But 
did  you  see  that?  Did  you  see  the  Boucher  pound  that 
other  guy?  What  a  wicked  fighter!  It  was  excellent!" 

He  headed  for  the  stairs  to  his  bedroom  leaving  his 
mother  smiling  and  shaking  her  head  in  mock  horror. 
"Boys!"  she  laughed. 

Garth  Bray,  1 1 
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Man's  image  is  reflected 
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A  MODERN  CANUCK  FAIRYTALE 


In  a  citadel  on  high,  in  a  land  far  away, 

There  once  lived  a  balding  man  named  Rene. 

Though  a  court  jester  he  seemed. 

Of  great  power  he  dreamed: 

For  (so  he  thought)  the  day  would  soon  come 

To  wrest  from  the  Anglos  his  tiny  kingdom. 

Though  slight  in  stature  and  short  of  breath, 

He  could  out-talk  Pierre  in  a  duel  to  the  death. 

At  the  grass-roots  level  'tit  Poil  gained  support, 

But  in  rallying  their  cases,  the  poor  English  fell  short. 

Out  of  the  opposition  appeared  a  man  named  Mad 

Claude 

Who  had  a  big  nose  and  the  breath  of  a  toad. 

At  last  came  the  dreaded  day  of  the  vote, 

But  alas  poor  Rene  drowned  a  drunken  serf  in  the 

moat! 

Nevertheless  the  election  he  won,  and  with  great  elation 

The  red  tuque-sporting  populace  danced  in  celebration. 


Four  years  later  he  regained  control  of  Quebec, 
Making  "His  Majesty  Pierre"  a  physical  wreck. 
Entrenched  in  his  castle  for  days  he  would  sit, 
Pondering  the  question  -  what  to  do  with  that  TWIT!? 
Consulting  his  ministers,  that  group  of  wise  scribes, 
The  "P.E.T."  would  gesticulate,  talk,  and  imbibe. 
In  this  manner  did  the  secret  meetings  go  on 
Everyday  without  fail,  from  dusk  until  dawn. 
Sir  Lougheed  spoke,  and  even  motley  Joe  Who; 
But  mumble  bureaucratic  drivel  was  all  they  could  do. 

At  last  The  Chief,  his  sly  face  twisted  in  shape, 
Yelled,  "We'll  outmanoeuver  the  knave  and  string 
Him  up  with  red  tape!" 

So  off  gamboled  the  processoin,  confidently  led  by  St. 
Pierre, 

To  slay  the  "Fleur-de-Lis'd  Dragon"  as  it  lay  in  its 
lair. 

After  a  coffee  break  or  two,  they  campaigned  door-to- 
door: 

Thus  starting  another  battle  in  the  endless  Franglais 
war. 

Stephen  Ahern,  10. 


WAR  WITHIN  A  WAR 

"Watch  out!"  screamed  Jenkins. 

I  ducked  cautiously  but  was  unable  to  discover  any 
danger. 

"Sorry;  false  alarm." 

Jenkins  was  a  young  guy,  only  about  18,  and  he 
jumped  to  conclusions  a  lot.  Anyway,  me  and  young 
Jenkins  were  alone,  in  an  obscure  narrow  lane  lined 
with  medium-sized  apartment  buildings.  (SIC) 

"Where  do  we  go?  Our  unit  is  long  gone  by  now." 

"Yeah,  you're  right  Jenkins.  Hey,  how  about  up 
there?  That  roof  could  give  us  some  good  protection 
and  an  excellent  view." 

"O.K.,  let's  go!" 

We  promptly  broke  down  the  door  of  17  Oestag 
Street,  and  tore  up  the  stairs  until  we  reached  the  sky 
light.  Breaking  this  in  a  similar  manner,  1  hoisted 
myself  up  to  the  gravel-covered  roof.  As  darkness 
began  to  settle  in,  I  realized  that  me  and  Jenkins  were 
in  quite  a  serious  predicament.  Food  was  short,  ammo 
was  short,  and  we  were  American  soldiers  in  a  German 
town  whose  name  was  unknown  to  us. 

Blackness  was  here  for  the  night,  and  after  a  dinner 
of  dehydrated  beef  and  some  bread,  I  sat  back  and 
started  to  day  dream  a  bit.  The  bombs  that  exploded  to 
separate  me  and  Jenkins  from  our  outfit  ...  I  missed 
good  ol'  Sarge  Cooper,  the  best  damn  leader  I've  ever 
had  the  pleasure  of  serving  under.  Then  there  was 
innocent  young  Schwatz,  who  could  barely  kill  a  spider 
not  to  mention  a  man. 

"Snap  out  of  it,  it's  time  to  decide  on  watch  duty." 

"I'll  go  first,"  I  said. 

"Forget  it,  I'm  already  there." 

I  put  my  kit  under  my  head,  and  effortlessly  fell 
asleep. 


Waking  up,  it  was  just  as  dark  as  when  I  had  fallen 
asleep. 

"Anything  interesting  happen?"  I  asked. 

"Nothing  much.  Some  lady  ran  down  the  road 
screaming  her  head  off,  but  nothing  came  of  it.  Well, 
good  night." 

"Yeah!" 

I  sat  up  and  grasped  my  gun,  making  sure  the  safety 
was  off.  You  never  know  what  can  happen. 


An  hour  or  so  passed,  and  I  managed  to  stay  awake 
somehow.  There  was  really  nothing  out  there;  no 
lights,  no  people,  just  remains.  I  felt  very  scared.  A 
faint  noise  reached  my  ears.  I  looked  at  Jenkins,  but  he 
was  still  in  the  same  position.  I  heared  it  again  and 
again,  and  I  realized  that  someone  else  was  close  by. 

"Jenkins!  Wake  up!  C'mon  man,  get  up!" 

"What  ...  what's  ammater?" 

"Someone's  here,  let's  check  out  the  roof  top." 

We  both  proceeded  to  scrounge  around  the  entire 
area,  but  came  up  with  nothing.  Suddenly,  I  heard  it 
again,  distinctly  from  my  left. 

"Hey,  it's  coming  from  over  here.  Let's  hide  behind 
this  fan." 


"O.K.,  but  then  what?" 

"I  don't  know,  let's  just  go!" 

The  noises  continued  and  the  fear  grew  into  a  total 
state  of  panic.  Then  I  heard  a  noise  which  was 
definitely  a  gun  being  cocked.  This  told  me  that 
whomever  it  was,  must  have  heard  us,  and  was  getting 
ready. 

"C'mon  let's  go." 

"Go  where?" 

"We're  going  after  him!" 

"Are  you  crazy  or  something?  Let's  stay  put  and 
play  it  safe!" 

"Forget  it!  Are  you  coming  with  me  or  do  I  go 
alone?" 

"Alright,  I'm  comin'." 

Our  boots  crushed  down  softly  on  the  gravel  as  we 
finally  reached  the  edge  of  the  building. 

"We  need  a  runnin'  start  to  make  this  one.  I'll  go 
first  and  hide  behind  that  part  of  the  wall  sticking 
out." 

"Sure  thing,"  Jenkins  said  still  puzzled  at  the  whole 
prospect. 

1  stopped  to  think  for  a  minute  about  the  person  I 
was  most  probably  to  encounter.  He's  just  the  same  as 
us,  only  under  a  different  flag.  He  was  there  just  as  I 
was  here,  scared  to  death.  Hell,  it  was  my  duty.  I  ran 
swiftly  and  cleared  the  roof  onto  the  next  building, 
with  Jenkins  close  behind. 

We  both  crept  silently,  unable  to  see  in  front  of  us, 
due  to  the  dense  black  of  the  night.  Faintly  I  heard 
that  ominous  "click";  I  could  practically  smell 
someone  else  so  closely  that  I  felt  that  I  could  reach 
out  and  touch  him.  It  was  for  the  last  time  though,  as  I 
took  hold  of  my  sub-automatic  and  sprayed  bullets 
everywhere  for  almost  an  eternity.  I  stopped  when  I 
heard  the  morbid  thud  of  a  lifeless  body.  Still,  I  could 
not  tell  who  it  was  due  to  the  darkness. 

"Let's  sleep  here  and  wait  for  the  sun  to  reveal  the 
lousy  Nazi  you  killed.  You  should  get  a  medal  for 
this!" 

The  morning  sun's  rays  awoke  our  tired  bodies  to 
observe  our  game.  Through  the  dry  blood  and  dead 
skin  was  the  unmistakable  curly  moustache  of 
Sarge. ..Sarge  Cooper.  My  stomach  began  to  erupt. 

Robert  Gialloreto 


Edwin  Taguchi,  8 


THE  DIRTY  TRICKS 
OF  J.  EDGAR  BEAVER 

J.  Edgar  Beaver, 

Like  the  American  chief  Hoover, 

Was  head  of  the  R.C.M.P. 

Jean-Guy  Gravel, 

The  Quebec  rebel, 

Said  to  him, 

"White  niggers,  you  jerk, 

We  won't  be!" 

So  J.  Edgar, 

With  a  projector, 

And  an  Italian  director, 

Made  a  raunchy  documentation 

Of  Gravel's  copulation. 

The  Attorney  General  was  mad. 

He  said,  "You  bounder,  you  cad! 

J.  Edgar,  my  man, 

When  the  shit  hits  the  fan, 

Your  pension  will  surely  be  canned." 

Tim  Reid,  10 


FROM  NAIVETE  TO  DEADLINESS 

An  untainted  flurry  of  milky-white  snowflakes  floats, 
down  to  an  immaculate  scene  set  in  a  fleecy  pasture; 
so  pristine,  so  serene,  so  fair. 

An  avalanche  of  eager  children,  a  wave  of  pattering  feet  flock 
through  an  impeccable  visual  perfection; 
still  pristine,  still  serene,  still  fair. 

An  abortion  of  nature's  naive  generosity  tempers, 
the  snow,  hardening  its  chaste  sensitivity; 
how  pristine?  how  serene?  how  fair? 

An  unintended,  chilling  congelation;  it  succumbs, 
to  the  wear  and  pressure  of  traffic  and  becomes  ice; 
not  so  pristine,  not  so  serene,  not  so  fair. 

An  unattractive  frozen  fraud.  Produced  is, 

a  deadly  deception  from  former  immaculate  purity; 

so  pristine  ...  so  bleak  ...  so  deadly. 

Sean  Scensor,  9 
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le  cry  Oppr3^#«Wi!  Revc 
Soldiers  march  and  guns  sp 
Explosions,  floods,  earthqual 
Disease  and  Famin^J 
All  ravange  Mother  Earth. 
Hollowmen  with  Books  in  hand  sP 
"Repent!  Repent!  It  is  the  end  of 
T^   Master  sits  quietly  and  calls  it  c7 
'inning**    ", 


THE  LAKE 

It  is  my  companion  when  I  am  down 

So  quiet,  but  yet  making  such  a  wonderful  sound 

When  I  talk  to  it,  it  has  nothing  to  say 

But  the  answer  it  gives  makes  me  stop  and  think 

About  just  how  wonderful  life  is. 

This  lake  pleases  so  many 

And  it  does  not  even  ask  a  penny 

It  ripples  slowly  in  the  breeze 

Swaying  harmoniously  with  the  trees 

This  is  my  favorite  place 

MY  LAKE. 

Karel  Dubravick,  8 


FROM  THE  TOP  OF  THE  HILL 

The  waves  beat  softly  against  the  rocks 
As  the  wind  whispers  softly  in  my  ear 
And  the  grass  tufts  to  and  fro, 
Completing  the  solemn  bows  of  waves. 

From  here  I  see  the  great  wide  ocean, 
Spread  out  over  far  and  wide. 
It  speaks  to  me  in  its  unique  manner 
As  I  sit  alone,  here  on  top  of  the  hill 

Fredrik  Svenstedt,  8 


OF  LOVE  AND  CANDLES 

The  candle  stands,  majestic,  proud,  and  wise 
With  secret  desire:  a  lively  flame  to  hold. 
The  match  flares  brightly.  Taken  by  surprise, 
The  flame  seems  fearful,  yet  curiously  bold. 
With  courage  gained,  the  flicker  starts  to  grow; 
As  light  jumps  up,  the  flame  of  love  ignites. 
An  aura  of  light  -  an  eerie  red  glow, 
Brings  spirits  of  love  to  ultimate  heights. 


The  fire  of  the  candle  recedes,  grows  weak, 

Until  a  gust  kills  the  pitiful  flame. 

The  candle  saddens;  will  no  longer  seek 

New  fire  -  new  love.  But  smoke  and  wax  remain. 

The  candle's  bright  flame  is  the  love  of  man, 

Destroying  pride  and  image  when  it  can. 

John  O'Brien,  10 
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THE  END 

The  room  was  silent,  except  for  the  sniffles  and  the  occasional  whimper  of  sorrow.  The  faces  were  long  and 
drawn.  In  the  corner,  perched  on  the  off-white  love  seat,  sat  a  tall,  bearded  man.  He  attempted  to  hold  back  his 
tears,  and  place  himself  into  a  false  atmosphere  of  happiness,  but,  nevertheless,  he  failed.  Sitting  on  his  lap,  held 
firmly  in  his  arms,  sat  a  slight  figure  of  a  lady.  Her  deep  brown  hair  was  parted  at  the  side,  and  her  cheeks  glistened 
in  the  firelight.  Her  eyes  were  closed  and  her  head  lay  lightly  on  her  husband's  shoulder. 

Soon,  footsteps  on  the  front  stairs  and  the  sweet  voices  of  their  two  young  girls  were  heard,  approaching  the 
door.  The  key  entered  the  lock,  and  the  door  swung  open.  The  two  girls  had  met  one  another  along  Sherbrooke 
Street  and  had  walked  home  together.  Friendly  speech  between  the  sisters  was  scarce,  but  the  love  inside  them  was 
ever-present. 

They  removed  their  boots  in  the  vestibule  and  entered  the  main  house,  only  to  be  confronted  by  the  dismal  at- 
mosphere. When  informed  of  their  mother's  cancer,  they  realized  the  eventual  end.  The  effects  of  the  disease  could 
only  be  postponed  -  the  end  was  inevitable. 

Previous  to  the  attack  of  cancer,  the  family  had  led  a  peaceful  life,  but  one  full  of  ups  and  downs,  not  unlike  any 
other  family.  Within  the  parent  -  children  relationships,  however,  there  had  stood  two  distinct  friendships:  that  of 
the  mother  and  the  younger  daughter,  the  father  and  the  older  daughter.  The  parents  had  become  confidants  to 
whom  the  children  could  turn  when  they  needed  love.  The  family  had  grown  together  as  friends. 

One  specific  problem  which  struck  the  family  was  the  elder  daughter's  need  for  adventure.  She  found  herself 
involved  with  drugs  and  caught  up  in  a  very  fast  and  dangerous  life.  But  whenever  she  came  down,  there  was  always 
someone  there  to  comfort  and  help  her.  Yet,  everyone  was  together  and  the  family  unit  held  strong. 

The  fight  against  the  cancer  was  a  long  tedious  process,  but  however  difficult,  life  went  oh.  One  victory  was  won 
over  the  disease  but  it  soon  returned.  The  family  aided  and  gave  support  to  their  mother,  but  it  was  only  so  long 
until  she  would  begin  to  fade. 

What  hurt  so  much,  among  other  things,  was  the  long-term  crippling  effect  of  the  cancer.  The  mother  had  been 
such  an  active  person,  one  who  always  knew  everyone,  and  who  was  always  loved  by  everyone.  I  personally  was  one 
who  never  really  had  a  chance  to  meet  her.  Yet,  through  her  family,  I  feel  as  if  I  had  known  her. 


The  room  was  dim  and  silent.  The  family  and  a  few  close  friends  encircled  the  small  bed  and  tears  streamed  from 
their  eyes.  Slowly,  the  father  bent  down  and  gently  kissed  his  wife's  cheek  in  a  farewell  gesture.  He  grasped  the 
sheets  and  pulled  them  up  to  cover  the  pale  Irish  face.  He  turned  and  walked  out  of  the  room.  There,  he  sat  on  the 
nearest  bench  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands  to  hide  the  painful  expression  on  his  face.  Finally,  he  thought,  the 
pain  and  suffering  was  over. 

The"  next  day  at  the  church  where  the  funeral  was  to  take  place,  people  came  by  the  multitudes  to  bid  their  last 
farewell.  The  organ  played  softly  in  the  background  and  all  else  was  silent.  The  faces  were  expressionless  and  all  the 
hearts  were  full  of  sorrow. 

The  funeral  was  brief,  yet  what  had  to  be  said  was  said.  A  few  notes  were  said  by  the  immediate  family  and  one 
very  close  friend  to  bid  their  farewell.  But,  these  would  not  be  their  last  farewell.  The  loss  of  their  mother  would 
effect  them  forever. 


In  the  weeks  which  followed,  much  grief  was  felt  in  the  family.  The  older  daughter,  however,  seemed  the  most 
upset.  She  had  always  been  closer  to  her  father.  Now  that  her  mother  had  gone,  she  realized  that  she  had  never 
really  known  her  mother  and  she  was  evermore  sorrowful.  Instead  of  growing  closer  to  her  family,  she  drifted  away 
into  her  own  world  of  mourning. 

The  younger  daughter,  however,  had  always  been  closer  to  her  mother.  Closer  than  words  could  describe  ...  She 
realized  how  little  she  knew  of  her  father.  It  was  a  difficult  task  to  begin  their  friendship,  and  it  would  take  a  long 
time  to  develop  it.  Yet,  without  doing  so,  the  family  would  have  fallen  apart. 

Slowly,  during  the  weeks  after  the  loss  of  their  mother,  the  family  came  to  the  realization  that  their  mother  wasn't 
coming  back.  Each  person,  however,  regretted  the  loss  and  went  about  his  mourning  in  his  own  way.  Once  the 
family  realized  that  one  person  could  only  take  so  much  alone,  they  grew  together  and  reunited  the  family  unit. 

John  Armstrong,  10 


THE  SEA 

Oh  Neptune! 

How  could  the  descendants  of  those  who  worshipped  you 

Glare  uncaringly  at  your  proud  domain  and  destroy  its 

Inhabitants? 

Your  dolphin-drawn  chariot  cannot 

Carry  you  across  your  sea. 

Like  the  great  whales,  the  dolphin  is 

Herded, 

Beached, 

And  left  to  die  in  the  sun. 

The  infant  seals, 

White,  small  and  helpless, 

Cannot  live  to  see  their  sea. 

"Killed  for  control," 

So  says  the  hunter, 

But  the  mothers  weep  for  their  little  ones. 

They  try  to  nurse  the  red, 

Once  white, 

Remains  while  scavenger  gulls  wait  to  feed 

On  the  corpses  before  flying  across  the  sea. 

Soaring  slowly  on  the  wind 

A  gull  looks  down  at  the  sea. 

It  then  spots  another  sea, 

Black, 

Thick, 

Menacing  in  its  deceptive  appearance. 

The  oil  slick  waits  for  a  victim, 

A  trap  for  the  unwary  bird  or  fish. 

This  is  man's  homage  to  nature, 

A  vile,  malodorous  thing, 

Flowing  with  the  currents, 

Damaging  all. 

Why  is  man  such  an  ungrateful  soul, 

Reaping  destruction  wherever  he  goes? 

Eugene  Kovalik,  1 1 


MOUNT  ROYAL 

Now  the  city  is  calm  too 

but  no  clash  of  ignorant  armies  heard  around 

the  mountain  dabs  of  light  seen 

snipping  in  places  at  the  bath  of  darkness 

everywhere  the  people  are  locked  inside 

their  views  from  up  here  are  diffuse 

all  over. 
Air  swirls  randomly  between  the  imaginary  pillars  of  society 
here  where  the  land  rises  to  the  heavens  which 
see  the  frenzy  the  passion  and  the  sadness 
listen  to  the  music  its  rhythmic  pulse  human 
and  retreat  sadly  alone. 

The  sky  is  mute  only  few  climb 

to  see  to  listen  to  feel  and  to  question  their  senses 

trying  to  understand  hoping  never  too 

many  live  blinded  by  their  views 

and  flutter  in  the  bath  drowning  their  names  of  creativity 

given  up  to  the  sky. 

They  go  from  playful  scribbler  musician  or  actor 

to  doctor  lawyer  or  tax  man 

paying  for  his  deductions 

and  leave  the  melancholy  sky  to  retreat  further 

in  the  still  sadness  of  its  calling. 

You  and  I  from  the  outlook  now  in  our  climb 
should  not  leave  our  names  behind  us  bleeding 

imagination 
let  us  cling  to  our  names  and  keep  open  our  eye 
that  in  the  midst  of  rote  our  notes  may  sing 
to  others  a  hope  of  looking  around  once  on  top. 

Sean  Lafleur,  11  (1980) 
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HIROSHIMA 

That  dawn  the  skies  were  clear, 
Not  a  cloud  or  speck  appeared 
Then  suddenly  came  the  bombers 
Striking  with  their  atomic  fear. 

That  brightness  became  a  gloom, 
A  darkness  of  cold  and  hunger. 
With  his  weapon  had  struck  the  hunter; 
Without  mercy  he  had  created  doom. 

Then  came  a  delirious  sound; 

A  sound  of  nothing,  in  the  air 

That  mushroom  had  taken  up  the  ground 

Leaving  the  whole  land  bare. 

That  day  murder  was  committed. 
Hiroshima  had  become  a  hell, 
Thousands  of  people  died, 
Bodies  in  the  air  pell-mell. 

Eric  Bungie,  8 


SOLITUDE 

Alone  in  my  bliss 
Where  nothing  is  heard, 
Not  a  clatter  or  hiss 
But  an  occasional  bird. 

In  deep  pensive  thought 
Of  innocence  and  joy, 
In  the  forest  I  sought 
When  I  was  a  boy. 

Whenever  you're  alone 
With  nothing  to  do, 
Think  to  the  bone 
Of  the  innocence  in  you. 

John  Bogert,  8 


SOME  MENTALLY  CORRUPTING  APHORIS 
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le  tend  to  belkye  what  they  want  to  believe. 

-  Peopje  tendto  ignore  or  mentaHJfto  bypass  fearful  conclusions. 
'-  People  who  undertake  organized  ritual  for  the  purpose  of  supernatural  reward  tend  to  c  J^iemselves  "religious' 

Other  people  who  undertake  different  organized  ritual  or  similar  disorganized  ritual  for  the  purpose  of  supernatural 
reward  tend  to  be  called  "superstitious."  A  4 

-  People  tend  to  believe  simultaneously  that  their  particular  perspective  of  the  Universe  is  the  ultimate  one  and 
there  are  always  rtew  concepts  to  be  discovered. 

-  People  tend  to  think  ofrthemselves  as  the  center  of  the  Universe,  and  of  all  else  as  inconsequent*^ 
1  -  People  tend  to  consider  the  concept  of  probability  a  logical  waste  of  time. 

-  People  tend  to  bqjisve  that  the  Universe  was  created  by  "intelligence"  and  not  the  other  way  around. 

-  Peojji^  tapd  to  believe  in  straight  lines,  not  in  circles. 

-  P^Cple  tend  to  know  quite  a  bit  about  someone  thing  but  almost  nothing  about  anything  else. 

-  No  matter  what  their  crimes,  people  tend  to  think  of  themselves  as  ultimately  innocent. 

-  People  tend  to  enjoy  the  prospect  of  bloody  war,  natural  disaster,  or  horrible  calamit>   whil 
cumstances. 

-  People  tend  to  divide  themselves  into  smaller  groups  of  people. 

-  Each  group  tends  to  think  of  itself  as  better  than  all  other  groups. 

-  Each  group  tends  to  have  the  greatest  supernatural  force  on  its  side. 
t-  When  a  person  falls  in  love,  he  tends  to  think  of  his  lover  as  the  ultimate  mate  among  the  tw>     jillion  possible 

njatfs  on  this  earth.  m  ' 

eople  tend  to  cling  to  aphorisms  like  these  to  anchor  their  thoughts;  since  no  man  is  an  islanc' 
ft  about  anyway. 
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FOOTBALL 


MIDGET  FOOTBALL  '80 

This  year's  Midget  Football  team  had  a  sort  of  up  and  down  season.  After  suffering  quite  a  few  humiliating 
defeats,  the  team's  confidence  was  low  as  their  record  rested  at  1-5,  but  the  team  managed  to  pull  itself  together. 
Through  much  hard  work  and  many  long  hours  on  the  practice  field,  the  team  went  form  a  group  of  individuals  to 
a  well-coached  team.  Former  skeptics  were  astounded  by  the  remarkable  turnaround  which  occurred.  The  team 
proceeded  to  win  its  last  six  games,  highlighted  by  its  convincing  victory  over  B.C.S.  to  win  the  H.H.  Norsworthy 
Trophy. 

Much  of  the  team's  late  success  was  due  to  a  rejuvenated  offence  as  coached  by  Robin  Wearing.  After  only 
scoring  twelve  points  in  the  first  half  of  the  season,  the  offence  put  the  ball  over  the  goal  line  enough  times  to  run 
up  a  total  of  158  points.  Led  by  quarterback  Gavin  Drummond,  running  backs,  Tom  MacFarlane  and  Bill 
Zacharkiw  and  receivers,  Amen  Nader,  Tim  Zyto,  and  Andrew  Osterland,  the  principally  running  offence  con- 
sistently scored.  A  previously  inexperienced  line  showed  promise  towards  the  end  of  the  season  as  Sean  Cote  in 
particular  excelled. 

Though  much  of  the  team's  success  was  due  to  the  offence,  not  enough  can  be  said  about  the  improvement  of  the 
defence.  As  defensive  coach,  Eddie  Heath  would  be  proud  to  acknowledge,  the  players  were  in  shape  -  and  he  made 
him  get  that  way.  Linebackers,  Gary  Groszman,  and  Matthew  Brzezinski  almost  covered  the  whole  field  by  them- 
selves. The  front  four  of  Tim  Reid,  Thor  "Hollywood"  Valdmanis,  Marc  Mintzberg,  and  Andrew  Osterland  hit 
everything  that  moved.  Praise  directed  towards  the  timely  tackling  of  Robbie  Aguayo,  Tim  Zyto,  and  Sebastian 
Gault  is  also  well  deserved.  On  the  whole  it  was  a  very  memorable  season  for  the  whole  team,  and  we  would  like  to 
extend  our  gratitude  to  coaches,  Wearing  and  Heath  for  picking  us  up  when  we  were  down. 

Gavin  Drummond 
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BANTAM  FOOTBALL  1980 

OFFENSIVE  CAPTAIN:  Nick  Tingley 
DEFENSIVE  CAPTAIN:  Rob  Drummond 
TEAM  CAPTAIN:  John  Higgins 
OFFENSIVE  COACH:  P.  Beauchamp 
DEFENSIVE  COACH:  G.  Dowd 


Despite  this  year's  somewhat 
disappointing  record,  the  Bantam 
football  squad  had  a  successful 
season  in  gaining  experience.  The 
team  got  off  to  a  slow  start  but, 
inspired  by  the  running  of  backs 
John  Higgins,  Brian  Price,  and 
Eric  Blachford,  and  the  quar- 
terbacking  of  Nick  Tingley,  the 
offence  began  to  roll.  This  sparked 
the  defense,  led  by  linebackers  Rob 
Drummond  and  Ian  MacPherson, 
to  a  startling  25  yards  against  in 
the  win  over  our  rival,  LCC. 

As  our  entire  defense  and  much 
of  our  offense  is  due  to  return  next 
year,  we  can  look  forward  to  a 
very  productive  season  from  the 
now  experienced  players,  who  will 
hopefully  once  again  be  able  to 
receive  the  great  coaching  of 
Mssrs,  Beauchamp  and  Dowd. 

Finally,  although  the  team  could 
have  accomplished  nothing  were  it 
not  for  the  stars,  it  could  have 
accomplished  even  less  if  it  didn't 
have  the  lineman,  notably  Michael 
Vinovich  and  Sean  Siev,  who  both 
protected  our  quarterback  an 
slammed  the  opposition  into  the 
turf. 

Our  thanks  are  extended  to 
coaches  Beauchamp  and  Dowd  for 
their  excellent  coaching  throughout 
the  season.  Thanks. 


£ 


% 


» 


147 


SOCCER 


JUVENILE  SOCCER 

For  the  first  time  since  the  G.M.A.A.  changed  its  age  categories  Selwyn  House  fielded  a  Juvenile  Soccer  team 
because  of  the  grade  10  and  11  spirit  in  the  sport.  The  team  pulled  right  together  to  produce  several  stars.  David 
Stevenson  would  shine  on  the  left  wing  and  would  eventually  win  most  improved  player.  John  Czaharyn,  as  usual, 
was  most  valuable  in  his  position  as  centre  half-back.  Other  players  such  as  Garth  Bray,  Christian  Broomfield,  Paul 
Sader,  and  Robert  Sephton  would  also  stand  out  as  leaders  in  the  team.  Full-backs  Shannon,  Sader  and 
Stieffenhoffer  along  with  goalie  Matthew  Ullman  would  save  the  games  while  half-backs  such  as  the  Broomfields 
and  forwards  like  Skinner,  Sephton,  Stevenson  and  Reusing  would  score  goals.  The  team  eventually  made  it  to  the 
first  round  of  the  G.M.A.A.  playoffs  but  lost  a  valiant  battle.  Thanks  to  coach  Mr.  Cude  for  his  help  and  a  special 
thanks  for  those  he  has  coached  for  four  consecutive  years. 
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MIDGET  SOCCER 

This  year  the  Midget  Soccer  team  underwent  the  process  of  rebuilding,  consisting  of  a  great  number  of  new  grade 
nines,  and  a  few  grade  tens.  Nevertheless,  the  team,  coached  by  Mr.  Butler  and  captained  by  Michael  Morden, 
enjoyed  victories  against  the  school's  arch-rivals,  L.C.C.,  as  well  as  defeating  many  other  teams.  Bruce  Brydon, 
Michael  Morden,  John  Torriani,  Heagan  Mehnert,  and  Geoffrey  Adams  deserve  special  mention  for  their  per- 
formances. Many  thanks  to  Mr.  Butler  for  his  effort  in  coaching  this  team,  which  next  year  should  be  fully 
developed  into  a  championship-calibre  unit. 

D.S. 
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SOCCER 


BANTAM  SOCCER 

This  year's  bantam  soccer  team  captained  by  G.  Bray 
lost  to  St.  Laurent  High,  the  eventual  G.M.A.A. 
winners,  4-1  in  the  semi-finals.  The  team  played  an 
exciting  game  with  outstanding  goaltending  from  M. 
Audet.  The  team  included  many  young  grade  seven 
players  like  W.  Black,  J.  Smith,  D.  McClaren,  K. 
McCall,  A.  Hall,  G.  Bishop,  P.  Jabal,  and  others. 
These  youngsters  fit  in  well  with  the  grade  eight  players 
like  A.  Brown,  C.  Porteous,  C.  Keene,  E.  Bunge,  J. 
Ruzius,  and  T.  Razek.  The  team's  overall  record  was 
six  wins  and  one  loss.  In  exhibition  play,  most  of  the 
games  were  played  against  midget  teams,  and  Selwyn 
House  lost  most  of  them.  One  of  the  highlights  of  the 
fine  season  was  the  goal  by  C.  Porteous  after  ninety- 
nine  attempts. 
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MIDDLE  SCHOOL  SOCCER 


The  Middle  School  Soccer  Team  made  up  of  grades  six  and  seven  and  coached  by  Peter  Govan  had  a  fairly  im- 
pressive season.  Captained  by  Jeff  Bishop,  the  team  was  provided  with  good  goaltending  from  Marc  Audet  and  the 
talents  of  Anders  Bard,  Andrew  Hall,  and  Bob  Lunny.  Our  most  promising  player  was  Jeff  Bishop  and  it  is  ex- 
pected that  next  year's  team  will  rise  to  even  greater  heights.  Many  thanks  to  Peter  Govan  for  his  time  and  patience. 
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BADMINTON 


MIDGET 
BADMINTON 

This  year  the  Midget  Badminton 
Team,  coached  by  Mr.  Nichol,  had 
an  excellent  season.  The  two 
doubles  teams  of  Gutierrez-Lupu 
and  Essig-Waag  in  addition  to  the 
singles  players,  Moore  and  Lapin, 
had  a  sufficient  combined  point 
total  to  win  their  divisions  by 
decisively  beating  L.C.C.  In  doing 
so,  the  team  qualified  for  the  city 
championships. 

Special  mention  should  be  given 
to  the  doubles  team  of  Gutierrez- 
Lupu  and  singles  player  Moore 
who,  through  exceptional  play, 
qualified  for  the  individual 
championships.  Here,  Geoffrey 
Moore  dominated  his  competition 
and  as  a  result,  won  the  gold 
medal. 


JUNIOR 
BADMINTON 

This  year  the  Junior  Badminton 
team,  under  the  coaching  of  Mr. 
Trembath  had  a  very  successful 
season.  The  teams  came  in  first  in 
our  division  and  fourth  out  of  all 
the  teams  in  Montreal.  All  the 
players  showed  excellent  progress 
in  the  learning  skills  and  strategy 
of  the  game.  The  boys  are  already 
looking  forward  to  playing  next 
season  and  are  hoping  to  win  first 
place  overall. 
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CROSS-COUNTRY  RUNNING 


m 


CROSS-COUNTRY  RUNNING 


Under  the  direction  of  coach  Alain  Weber,  the  small  team  was  guided  to  limited  success  com- 
mensurate with  the  size  of  the  team  itself.  Star  runners,  this  year,  included  David  Ramsay,  Ian  Aitken, 
Derek  Eaton,  Andrew  Zitsman  and  Thomas  Antony.  Considering  the  lack  of  emphasis  placed  on 
aerobic  training  at  Selwyn  House,  however,  our  success  was  outstanding.  Several  of  our  runners  just 
missed  getting  into  the  regionals  in  the  GMAA  meet.  The  season  culminated  with  the  running  of  the 
McGill  open  house  10  km.  road  race  where  each  of  our  runners  placed  in  the  top  half  of  the  field  of 
over  700  older  competitors.  Everyone  involved  all  season  attained  a  high  degree  of  fitness  and  had  a 
good  time.  We  would  like  to  thank  M.  Weber  for  a  most  enjoyable  season. 

So  until  next  season  "Pas  trop  vite,  monsieur!!" 

J.C. 


HOCKEY 


MIDGET  HOCKEY 


This  year  the  Midget  Hockey  team  played  a  full  and  vigorous  season.  Lead  by  captain  John  Czaharyn,  the  team 
moved  through  a  tough  G.M.A.A.  schedule  against  older  teams.  The  Midgets  also  entered  the  West  Island  tour- 
nament against  older  players  and  lost  second  place  by  one  point.  The  striking  fact  about  the  Midgets  this  year, 
though,  is  that  they  did  not  lose  to  any  teams  their  own  age.  At  the  Stanstead  Midget  tournament  Selwyn  went 
undefeated  to  win  the  series  for  another  year.  (The  team  would  like  to  thank  the  Maples  for  its  inspiration  during 
the  tournament).  Thanks  has  to  be  given  to  Mr.  Cude  for  his  fine  coaching  and  to  David  Ramsay  for  picking  up 
where  Mr.  Cude  left  off. 

M.I. P.  Robby  Aguayo 
M.V.P.  Matthew  Ullmann 
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BANTAM  HOCKEY  80-81 

Led  by  coaches  Pierre  Beauchamp  and  Tom  Nicoll,  this  year's 
Bantam  Hockey  Team  performed  admirably.  With  strong  defence, 
excellent  goaltending  and  fast  offence,  the  team  went  all  the  way  to 
the  city  championships  for  the  second  consecutive  year.  Never  has 
Selwyn  House  seen  better  teams  than  in  the  past  two  years. 
Highlights  of  the  season  included  the  team's  trip  to  Ontario  where 
they  played  three  games  against  three  strong  midget  teams. 

The  team  finished  second  in  the  division  to  qualify  for  the 
playoffs.  When  the  team  went  into  the  sudden  death  semi-final 
game  with  Marymount  High  School,  the  players  knew  it  was  going 
to  be  a  difficult  match.  With  incredible  goaltending,  strong  physical 
playing  and  great  desire,  the  team  won  5-2  and  advanced  to  the  city 
finals.  Although  they  lost  to  College  des  Eudistes  in  a  3-2  overtime 
game,  they  played  extremely  well.  A  fine  show! 

Stephen  Clark 


COACH'S  CORNER 

This  year's  Bantam  Hockey  Team  played  exceedingly  well 
considering  its  rather  slow  start.  But  Coach  Tom  Nicoll's  decision 
to  move  defenceman  Tom  MacFarlane  up  to  centre  with  John 
Higgins  provided  much  needed  strength  down  the  middle.  David 
Doyle  remained  on  defence  and  kept  the  goals-against  record  the 
lowest.  The  team  would  never  have  gotten  as  far  as  it  did  without 
the  superb  goaltending  of  John  Elkin.  Next  year  promises  to  be  an 
interesting  season  because  many  of  the  boys  will  be  graduating  to 
the  senior  level.  Remember  that  weight  training  and  conditioning  all 
summer  are  a  must.  Report  to  camp  in  shape! 

Pierre  Beauchamp 
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HOCKEY  (con'd) 


MIDDLE  SCHOOL  HOCKEY 
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This  year's  team  captained  by  K.  McCall  played  twenty  one  games.  After  being  drubbed  by  L.C.C.  early  in  the 
season,  the  team  rebounded  in  the  L.C.C.  tournament  and  made  it  to  the  finals  where  they  lost  4-3. 

The  highlight  of  the  season  was  a  seven-goal  performance  by  A.  Bard  in  an  8-6  victory  over  L.C.C.  Outstanding 
goaltending  by  J.  Turnbull  and  P.  Capombossis  kept  the  games  close  until  Pickward,  McCall,  and  Bard  put  the 
puck  into  the  net. 

Improved  performances  by  Bishop,  Jobal,  Hart,  Molson,  and  Riordon  throughout  the  season  helped  S.H.S.  rally 
to  turn  in  solid  performances  in  the  last  half  of  the  season.  The  aggressive  play  of  Lunny,  Gillet,  and  Kay  will  help 
the  team  at  the  bantam  level  next  year. 
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CURLING  AND  X-COUNTRY  SKIING 

CURLING 

This  year,  the  wee  Selwyn  House  Curling  team  enjoyed  great  improvement  from  last  year's  season.  Under  the 
leadership  "of  Andrew  Smith,  Anthony  Munro,  and  Esko  Kilpinnen,  the  team  moved  from  third  to  first  place  - 
capturing  the  city  championship. 

The  team  would  like  to  thank  Mr.  Martin  for  the  great  coaching  all  season,  his  patience  and  diligence,  as  well  as 
the  Royal  Montreal  Curling  Club  for  letting  us  use  their  superior  facilities. 


1981  SKI  REPORT 

Of  all  the  individual  sports,  cross-country  skiing  has  to  be  the  most  taxing,  and  the  most  exhilerating.  This  year 
however  it  also  became  very  hard  to  find.  But  true  to  the  sports  spirit  the  largest  number  of  avid  skiers  in  the 
schools  history  turned  out  to  brave  the  terrible  conditions.  Under  the  great  participatory  leadership  of  Mr.  Kershaw, 
Selwyn  House  was  represented,  with  at  least  one  boy  receiving  a  gold,  silver  or  bronze  medal,  at  the  following  races: 
the  160Km  Canadian  Ski  Marathon,  the  50Km  Montebello  Classic,  the  22Km  Viking  race,  and  the  one  5Km  GMAA 
race.  And  until  the  flowers  started  blooming  in  early  March  everyone  skied  happily  on  Mount  Royal  3-4  times  a 
week.  So  for  next  year,  Go,  Go,  Go,  and  hope  for  SNOW. 

Ian  Aitken,  lib 
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WRESTLING 


WRESTLING  TEAM  '80'81 

This  year  the  wrestling  team,  coached  by  Rob 
Wearing  and  captained  by  David  Skinner,  had  another 
successful  year.  Although  we  did  not  win  the 
G.M.A.A.  championship,  overall  this  year  there  were 
some  outstanding  wrestling  done  by  several  individuals. 
Team  members  A.  Degeorgis,  newcomer  I.  McPherson, 
S.  Hasko,  P.  Deleonardis,  T.  Valdmanis,  H.  Bernstein, 
and  D.  Skinner  all  had  good  seasons  overall.  At  the 
city  finals,  S.  Hasko  and  P.  Deleonardis  won  bronze 
medals,  and  A.  Degeorgis,  E.  Widdicombe,  D. 
Skinner,  C.  Broomfield  and  H.  Bernstein  won  silver 
medals.  In  dual  meet  standing  Selwyn  House  was  tied 
with  Alexander  Gait  for  fourth  place.  This  year,  again, 
two  Selwyn  House  wrestlers  won  the  golds  in  the 
Quebec  Games  qualifying  tournaments  and  earned  the 
right  to  participate  in  the  Quebec  Games  in  Vic- 
toriaville.  David  Skinner  and  Pippo  Deleonardis  both 
won  the  Silver  in  their  respective  categories  at  the 
games.  All  in  all  it  was  a  fun  season  and  the  members 
of  the  wrestling  team  would  like  to  thank  Mr.  Wearing 
for  his  great  effort. 

D.S. 
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BANTAM  BASKETBALL 

This  year's  Bantam  Basketball  team,  under  the  leadership  of  captains  Jeff  Bray  and  Dale  Patterson,  had  a  very 
successful  season.  The  team,  coached  by  Mr.  G.  Dowd,  came  in  third  in  their  division  and  had  a  remarkable  13 
wins,  8  losses  record. 

Some  of  their  greater  achievements  were  winning  the  consolation  round  of  the  Howard  S.  Billings  Bantam 
Basketball  Tournament  and  winning  both  of  their  games  while  on  a  trip  to  Quebec  City,  beating  two  of  the  city's 
top  teams. 

We  all  look  forward  to  seeing  them  play  Midget  Basketball  next  year  and  doing  just  as  good  if  not  better. 
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BASKETBALL 
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MIDGET  BASKETBALL 


The  1981  version  of  Selwyn  House  midget  basketball  cannot  be  described  as  outstanding,  but  it  sure 
was  fun.  Under  the  coaching  of  Edwin  Heath,  the  team  compiled  a  record  of  12-13,  highlighted  by  being 
the  consolation  winner  at  the  L.C.C.  invitational  tournament.  Veterans  Gavin  Drummond  and  David 
Pascal  led  the  team  in  scoring,  and  Robert  Sephton  and  Derek  Eaton  provided  strong  support.  The 
unfortunate  thing  about  this  year's  team  was  that  it  only  occasionally  reached  its  potential,  usually 
playing  below  its  potential.  Experience  might  be  developed  over  the  summer  as  several  members  are  going 
off  to  basketball  camp  and  many  players  are  looking  forward  to  next  season. 
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SQUASH  AND  TENNIS 


SQUASH  TEAM 


This  year's  squash  team,  under  the  direction  of  Gary  Butler,  enjoyed  an  active  season.  Besides  the  strong  extra 
mural  efforts  of  Chris  Eberts,  Reed  Ballon  and  Michael  Morden,  the  team  involved  itself  in  a  highly  competitive 
tournament  which  saw  captain  Reed  Ballon  and  Chris  Eberts  emerge  as  victors.  Good  potential  was  also  shown  by 
Robert  Keene,  Michael  Morden,  Sebastien  Gault  and  Grant  Daly,  who  are  expected  to  lead  next  year's  team  to 
greater  heights.  Many  thanks  to  Mr.  Butler  for  his  time  and  effort. 

The  Central  Committee 


SELWYN  HOUSE  TENNIS  TEAM 

From  a  group  of  about  twenty,  six  boys  were  chosen  to  represent  Selwyn  House  in  the  GMAA  competition  on  the 
15th  of  May  this  year. 

Jonathan  Torriani  and  Gregory  Lupu  were  selected  as  our  best  singles  players.  Seiji  Gutierrez  and  Geoffrey  Moore 
made  up  one  doubles  team  and  Chris  Eberts  and  Andrew  Osterland  the  other. 

Two  months  of  practice  at  the  Nun's  Island  indoor  courts  must  have  paid  off  as  Selwyn  House  did  not  lose  one 
match  (out  of  20)  in  the  preliminary  round  robin.  This  meant  that  both  singles  players  and  both  doubles  teams 
advanced  to  the  final  elimination  rounds  held  Tuesday,  May  19th. 

There  Lupu,  in  singles,  and  the  team  of  Gutierrez  and  Moore  succumbed  in  close  matches  in  the  quarter-finals. 
Torriani  advanced  to  the  semi-final  in  the  singles  where  he  lost  to  the  player  who  eventually  won  the  singles  title. 

Overall,  Selwyn  House  was  second  in  singles  and  second  in  doubles.  With  the  return  of  five  of  the  six  players,  our 
prospects  for  next  year  are  very  good. 
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RUGBY 
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SENIOR  RUGBY 

This  year's  senior  rugby  team  wasn't  able  to  field  a  team  in  G.M.A.A.  15-A- 
side  league  play  because  of  a  change  in  the  age  classifications.  Instead,  exhibition 
matches  were  played  with  B.C.S.,  L.C.C.,  and  Beaconsfield  as  well  as  the  B.C.S. 
II  team.  B.C.S.  and  L.C.C.  overwhelmed  our  boys,  however,  not  without 
stubborn  resistance  from  S.  Gault,  C.  Broomfield,  and  mighty  mite  D.  Skinner. 

The  highlight  of  the  season  was  the  G.M.A.A.  7-A-side  tournament  where 
S.H.S.  lost  in  the  finals  to  Lachine  by  the  narrowest  of  margins  6  to  4.  The  boys 
distinguished  themselves  despite  playing  without  John  Czaharyn  who  injured  his 
arm  in  the  semi-final  match.  Encouraging  performances  from  first  year  players 
P.  Sadar,  T.  Reid  leave  reason  for  optimism  next  year.  The  most  valuable  back 
award  was  presented  to  S.  Gault,  and  the  Martin  Borner  Memorial  Trophy  to 
David  Skinner. 
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MIDGET  RUGBY 

The  immortal  words  of  Eddie  Heath  marked  the  beginning  of  the  season  for  this  year's  rugby  team:  "You  guys 
are  going  to  work  very  hard.  I  want  to  win  two  city  championships  and  you  guys  are  going  to  work  until  you  do!" 
And  work  hard  they  did.  Fortunately  they  did  win  the  two  city  championships,  and  rather  impressively  at  that.  In 
the  GMAA  7-A-side  tournament  two  midget  teams  were  entered.  This  proved  to  be  an  indication  of  what  lay  ahead 
in  15-A-side  play,  for  these  teams  met  in  the  finals  of  their  age  category,  the  A-team  winning. 

The  strong  running  of  the  midget  back  line  was  the  dominant  force  all  through  the  season,  led  by  Mat  Ullmann, 
Rob  Sephton,  Gavin  Drummond,  Tom  MacFarlane,  David  Pascal,  and  Mike  Morden.  The  forwards  proved  to 
everybody  that  they  too  were  a  superior  group  with  their  winning  tactics  against  B.C.S.  in  the  championship  game. 
Geoffrey  Reford,  Pippo  DeLeonardis,  Andrew  Woodall,  Hagan  Mehnert,  Tim  Zyto,  Rob  Drummond,  Andrew 
McKay,  and  Rob  Aguayo  were  all  outstanding.  All  in  all  the  team  compiled  a  record  of  9  and  1,  amassing  215 
points  while  only  allowing  29.  The  skillful  though  somewhat  stern  coaching  of  Eddie  Heath  was  the  main  factor  of 
the  team's  success. 

The  midget  All-Golds,  the  second  midget  team,  also  showed  terrific  promise  throughout  the  season.  Under  the 
superb  coaching  of  Eddie  Heath,  the  team  scored  two  decisive  victories  against  B.C.S.  and  Rosemount.  Although 
they  lost  to  B.C.S.  by  a  slim  margin  in  the  final  game  of  the  season;  the  opponents  barely  hung  on  during  the  All- 
Golds'  surprisingly  strong  comeback  in  the  second  half.  James  Soutar,  Nick  Von  Moltke,  Derek  Eaton,  and  Ian 
MacPherson  improved  greatly  while  Mike  Morden,  Pippo  DeLeonardis,  Sean  Cote,  Bryan  Price,  German  Delgado, 
and  Colin  Chang  provided  strong  consistent  play. 
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RUGBY 
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BANTAM  RUGBY 

This  year,  Bantam  Rugby  was  not  expected  to  be  outstanding  because  of  the  awesome  record  compiled  by  last 
year's  team.  After  losing  the  first  two  games  of  the  season,  the  team  came  roaring  back.  Led  by  team  captains  Erik 
Blachford  and  Phil  Thompson,  as  well  as  most  understanding  forward  Dale  Paterson  and  rookie  sensation  Jeff 
Bishop,  the  Bantams  won  the  remainder  of  their  games. The  7-A-side  team, comprised  of  Phil  Thompson,  Jeff  Bray, 
Mark  Audet,  Erik  Blanchford,  Dale  Paterson,  Jeff  Bishop  and  Bobby  Lunny,  walked  over  Bishop's,  19-0,  then 
defeated  Lachine  in  the  final  for  the  7-A-side  city  championship.  With  the  addition  of  the  speedster  Dave  Redwood, 
a  fine  complement  to  the  slug-it-out  formula  we  already  had  in  the  form  of  Jeff  Bray  and  Mark  Audet,  the  team 
gathered  momentum  for  the  last  game  against  Lachine.  The  squad  defeated  them  twice  en  route  to  their  second  city 
championship.  Next  year,  the  team  will  be  split  as  many  players  are  going  to  midget,  but  we  believe  that  if  the  desire 
is  evident,  then  the  unbelievably  good  coaching  techniques  of  Mr.  R.  Wearing,  who  helped  us  so  much  this  year, 
will  somehow  mold  a  great  team. 


If*"*    ...  -  f-*iiO 


164 


TRACK  MEET 


TRACK  MEET 


The  annual  Track  and  Field  meet  was  held  on  the  15th  of  May  at  the  Westmount  Athletic  grounds.  The  event 
involving  all  levels  in  the  School  was  divided  into  two  sections.  Grades  1-3  competed  in  a  number  of  "fun"  events 
including  an  obstacle  course,  balloon,  sack,  kneeball,  and  potato  races,  and  Grades  4-11  participated  in  the 
traditional  track  and  field  events. 

Four  new  records  were  established  this  year  in  field  events,  but  track  standards  set  in  past  years  remained  intact 
against  the  assaults  of  a  number  of  talented  runners.  New  distances  were  achieved  in  the  softball  throw  by  Tim 
Brierly  (11  yr.),  triple-jump  by  Ian  Blachford  (10  yr.),  and  shot-put  by  John  Higgins  (14  yr.). 

The  inter-House  Championship  was  won  by  Macaulay  House  with  Wanstall  placing  a  close  second.  The  meet's  top 
award,  the  Victor  Ludorum,  was  taken  by  Paul  Broomfield.  Individual  winners  in  their  respective  age  categories 
were  as  follows:  9  years  and  under:  J.  Tsadilas;  10  years:  I.  Blachford,  J.  Higgins,  tied;  11  years:  K.  Kerr,  12  years: 
T.  Schopflocher;  13  years:  W.  Black,  14  years:  S.  Scensor;  15  years:  Tom  MacFarlane. 
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ATHLETICS  BANQUET 


The  annual  get-together  which  officially  signals  the  close  of  the  sports  programme  this  year  drew  some  200  boys 
and  their  fathers.  The  banquet  honoured  Mr.  Troubetzkoy  who  spoke  on  Selwyn  House's  expanded  sports 
programme  which  took  place  during  his  tenure. 


Rugby 

Mdg.  Best  Back 

E.  Heath 

Mdg.  Best  Forward 

E.  Heath 

Sr.  Best  Back 

P.  Govan 

Sr.  M.V.P. 

P.  Govan 

M.  Borner  Trophy 

Sr.  Coaches'  Award 

R.  Wearing 
E.  Heath 
P.  Govan 

Track  Meet 

Victor  Ludorum 
Trophy 

Sportsmen's  Guild 

Elected  - 

Robbie  D'Aguayo 
Tom  MacFarlane 

Christian  Broomfield 

Re-elected  - 

John  Czaharyn 
Gavin  Drummond 
Robert  Sephton 
David  Skinner 
Timothy  Zyto 
William  Zacharkiw 

Cassel's  Trophy  -  J' 

jnior  Athlete  of  1980-81 

McMaster  Trophy  ■ 

Senior  Athlete  of  1980-81 

Football 

Btm.  Most  Promise 

G.  Dowd 

P.  Beauchamp 

Btm.  Most  Improved 

G.  Dowd 

P.  Beauchamp 

Btm.  M.V.P. 

G.  Dowd 

P.  Beauchamp 

Anderson  Trophy 

R.  Wearing 

Best  Lineman 

E.  Heath 

Molson  Trophy 

R.  Wearing 

Sr.  M.V.P. 

E.  Heath 

Soccer 

Btm.  Most  Improved 

P.  Govan 

Btm.  M.V.P. 

P.  Govan 

Mdg.  Most  Improved 

G.  Butler 

Mdg.  M.V.P. 

G.  Bulter 

Sr.  Most  Improved 

D.  Cude 

Sr.  M.V.P. 

D.  Cude 

M.S.  Most  Promise 

P.  Govan 

Badminton 

Most  Effort 

T.  Nichol 

Hockey 

B.  Taylor  Trophy 
M.S.  M.V.P. 

P.  Govan 

Btm.  Most  Improved 

P.  Beauchamp 

Btm.  M.V.P. 

P.  Beauchamp 

Sr.  Most  Improved 

D.  Cude 

Sr.  M.V.P. 

D.  Cude 

Basketball 

Btm.  Most  Improved 

G.  Dowd 

Btm.  M.V.P. 

G.  Dowd 

Mdg.  Most  Improved 

E.  Heath 

Mdg.  M.V.P. 

E.  Heath 

Wrestling 

Most  Promise 

R.  Wearing 

Most  Improved 

R.  Wearing 

Most  Outstanding 

R.  Wearing 

Squash 

Most  Improved 

G.  Butler 

Most  Outstanding 

G.  Butler 

X-Country 

Skiing 

Most  Effort 

W.  Kershaw 

Curling 

Most  Effort 

J.  Martin 

Rugby 

Btm.  Best  Forward 

R.  Wearing 

Btm.  Best  Back 

R.  Wearing 

T.  MacFarlane 
G.  Reford 
S.  Gault 
D.  Skinner 

R.  Drummond 


P.  Broomfield 


R.  Drummond 

M.  Vinovitch 

J.  Higgins 

T.  Valdmanis 

T.  MacFarlane 
W.  Zacharkiw 

W.  Black 
J.  Bray 
G.  Adams 

B.  Brydon 

C.  Broomfield 
J.  Czaharyn 

J.  Bishop 

G.  Moore 

J.  Turnbull 
P.  Campobassis 

D.  Doyle 
J.  Higgins 

T.  MacFarlane 
R.  D'Aguayo 
M.  Ullman 
D.  Patterson 
J.  Bray 

D.  Pascal 

G.  Drummond 

I.  McPherson 

E.  Widdicomb 
D.  Skinner 

P.  Deleonardis 

G.  Eberts 
R.  Ballon 

A.  Zitzman 
A.  Aitken 

A.  Smith 

D.  Patterson 

E.  Blachford 


J.  Bishop 
J.  Czaharvn 
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SPORTS  CANDIDS 


167 


The  1980-81  year  at  Selwyn  House  saw  many  remarkable  achievements  in  the  athletic  world  of  the  school.  We 
easily  kept  our  possession  of  The  Norsworthy  Cup;  our  soccer  teams  played  in  G.M.A.A.  playoffs;  our  cross- 
country skiers  won  many  individual  medals;  we  sent  wrestlers  to  the  Quebec  Games;  our  hockey  units  annihilated 
their  opponents;  and  our  Rugby  teams  captured  several  city  championships  with  facility.  Our  coaches  called  this  year 
a  year  of  "re-building"  for  most  of  the  teams.  If  such  was  the  case,  who  knows  to  what  great  heights  next  year's 
teams  will  soar? 
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ACADEMIC  PRIZE  GIVING 


MIDDLE  SCHOOL  AWARDS 


Grade  5,  1st  REZA  DIBADJ 
Grade  6,  1st  PRASUN  LALA 
Grade  7,  1st  ETIENNE  COTE 


Grade  5,  2nd  CLARENCE  MAH 
Grade  6,  2nd  MARK  CSABRAJETZ 
Grade  7,  2nd  CHRISTOPHER  NAUDIE 
Grade  7,  3rd  PETER  HALLWARD 


THE  GRANT  GAIENNIE  MEMORIAL  AWARD 

(For  all-round  Ability  in  Grade  5) 
Christopher  Bruneau 

ALL-ROUND  ABILITY  IN  GRADE  6 

(Presented  by  Mrs.  A.I.  Matheson) 
Tommy  Schopflocher 

LA  SIXIEME 

(For  outstanding  improvement  in  the  ability  to  work  in  the  French  Language) 

PETER  REID 
RICHARD  USHER-JONES 

THE  SELWYN  HOUSE  CHRONICLE  CUP 

(Essay  Writing  in  Grade  7) 
ETIENNE  COTE 

THE  MRS.  MARKLAND  PRIZE 

(For  distinction  in  public  speaking) 
MARK  CSABRAJETZ 

THE  E.  GEOFFREY  BRINE  AWARD 

(For  outstanding  effort,  enthusiasm  and  ability'in  the  Middle  School) 
PETER  HALLWARD 

SENIOR  SCHOOL  AWARDS 


Grade  8,  1st  ERIK  BLACHFORD 
Grade  9,  1st  KARIM  SHARIFF 
Grade  10,  1st  COLIN  CHANG 


Grade  8,  2nd  FERHAAN  AHMAD 
Grade  8,  3rd  ERIC  BUNGE 

Grade  9,  2nd  DEREK  EATON 
Grade  9,  3rd  MARK  JANY 

Grade  10,  2nd  DENIS  STEVENS 
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RT.  HON.  ARTHUR  MEIGHEN  MEMORIAL  AWARDS 

(Presented  anonymously) 


GRADE  10 

GRADE  11 

1st  Prize 

TIM  REID 

JON  LAPIN 

2nd  Prize 

COLIN  CHANG 

CLARK  SCHWAB 

3rd  Prize 

GAVIN  DRUMMOND 

JOHN  HOUSEZ 

JOHN  COWLING 

ANDREW  SMITH 

DISTINCTION  IN  FRENCH 

(Presented  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.M.  Molson) 

ANDREW  SMITH 

IAN  AITKEN 

DISTINCTION  IN  MATHEMATICS 
JOSEPH  KOVALIK 

DISTINCTION  IN  CREATIVE  WRITING 

(Presented  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  C.F.  Carsley) 

ANDREW  SMITH 


DISTINCTION  IN  LITERATURE 

(Presented  by  Mrs.  G.R.H.  Sims) 

NICHOLAS  PRATLEY 


DISTINCTION  IN  GEOGRAPHY 

IAN  AITKEN 

DISTINCTION  IN  LATIN 

(Louis  Tunick  Lazar  Memorial) 

KARIMSHARIFF 


SENIOR  SCHOOL  AWARDS  (Continued) 


DISTINCTION  IN  CHEMISTRY 
JOSEPH  KOVALIK 

DISTINCTION  IN  BIOLOGY 
JOSEPH  KOVALIK 


DISTINCTION  IN  PHYSICS 
JOSEPH  KOVALIK 

DISTINCTION  IN  SPANISH 
ANDREW  SMITH 


THE  D.W.  CHRISTIE  HISTORY  PRIZE 


(Presented  by  Mr.  Hugh  Doheny) 
NICHOLAS  PRATLEY 


PUBLIC  SPEAKING  PRIZE 

(Presented  by 

Hon.  Justice  G.  Miller  Hyde) 

GARTH  BRAY 

THE  E.C.  MOODEY  DEBATING  PRIZE 

(Presented  by  Mr.  J.L.  Aimers) 
JOHN  SHANNON 

THE  THOMAS  HENRY  PENTLAND  MOLSON 
PRIZE  FOR  GENERAL  EXCELLENCE 

JONATHAN  LAPIN 

THE  GOVERNORS'  SHIELD 

(For  over-all  ascendancy  in  inter-House  Competition) 
MACAULAY  HOUSE 
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THE  REDPATH  HERALD  AWARD 

GRADE  10  STUDENT  PROJECT  COMMITTEE 

THE  JOCK  BARCLAY  MEMORIAL  TROPHY 

(For  all-round  Distinction  in  Grade  8) 
ERIC  BLACHFORD 

SENIOR  SCHOOL  AWARDS  (Continued) 

THE  ERNST  BRANDL  MEMORIAL  TROPHY 

(For  all-round  Distinction  in  Grade  9) 
DEREK  EATON 

THE  ROBERT  A.  SPEIRS  MEMORIAL  AWARD 

(Presented  by  Mr.  A.S.  Troubetzkoy) 
(To  the  boy  in  grade  ten  who,  without  neglect  of  studies  or  team  sports,  has  most  selflessly  given  of  himself  to  his 
classmates  and  to  his  school) 

DAVID  SKINNER 

THE  GOVERNOR-GENERALS  BRONZE  MEDAL 

(For  Academic  Distinction  in  Senior  School) 
JOSEPH  KOVALIK 

THE  THOMAS  CHALMERS  BRAINERD 
MEMORIAL  AWARD 

(Presented  by  Mr.  Charles  Lineaweaver  and  awarded  to  the  Senior  who,  in  the  opinion  of  the  Staff  and  of  his  classmates, 
has  most  successfully  combined  an  exceptionally  enthusiastic  and  purposeful  approach  to  School  activities  with  con- 
sistently generous  concern  for  the  welfare  of  others.) 

IAN  AITKEN 

THE  JEFFREY  RUSSEL  PRIZE 

(Presented  by  Mrs.  H.Y.  Russel  and  awarded  by  judgment  of  Staff  and  classmates  to  the  Senior  who  is  considered  to 
have  shown  outstanding  all-round  ability  and  character). 

AIMEN  NADER 

THE  LUCAS  MEDAL 

(In  Memory  of  the  Founder  of  the  School,  awarded  by  judgment  of  Staff  and  classmates,  to  the  Senior  who  is  deemed  to 
have  made  the  most  outstanding  contribution  to  the  life  of  the  School  by  way  of  academic  achievement,  leadership  in 
games  and  activities,  and  by  good  example.) 

DAVID  STEVENSON 
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ANDREW  MACKAY 
PROBAL  LALA 

■ 

IAN  AITKEN 
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ADVERTISING 


The  metamorphosis 
of  a  hotel 


Change  is  everywhere  at  Hotel  Ladle. 
We're  now  under  new  management  and 

we  have  a  new  name.  We  belong  to 

the  Regent  International  Hotels  network, 

famed  the  world  over  for  exceptional 

services  and  excellent  staff. 

At  Le  Parc-Regent,  guests  enjoy  an 
exclusive:  free,  direct  access  to  the  most 
complete  sports  club  to  be  found  under 

the  roof  of  any  hotel  in  Montreal. 

No  wonder  we  describe  Le  Parc-Regent 

the  way  we  do. 


Distinguished  "country  club  living" 
in  a  city  hotel. 


6^ 


A  REGENT  INTERNATIONAL  HOTEL 

3625  Park  Ave.,  Montreal,  Quebec   H2X  3P8 

Reservations  in  Montreal:  288-6666 

Elsewhere  in  Canada,  call  toll  free:  1-800-361-8154 
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1343      GREENE     AVENUE 


WESTMOUNT.      QUEBEC         H3Z     2A3 


MONTREAL 


OTTAWA 


TORONTO 
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A  good  part  of  the  best  recipes. 


SCHWARTZ 


Cjtoadas  Umt  Sfife  m«?. 
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Le  nom  qu'un  ami  recommande ! 


a.  e.  Lepage 


C  O  U  R  T  I    E  R 


E  N 


I  M  M  E  U  B  L  E 


Harry  Quart  Jr. 

directeur 
succursale  West  mount  Branch 
Manager, 
1367  ave.  Greene  Ave.  Tel.  935-8541 

The  name  friends  recommend! 
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Compliments  of 


FRANK  A.  NORMAN 
AND  CO.  LTD.  REALTORS 


SPECIALISTS  IN  FINE  HOMES  AND  COUNTRY  ESTATES 

1255  Laird  Boulevard 
731-6817 
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HARVEY'S 

Congratulations 

SPORT  SHOP 

to  the 

CLASS  OF 
'81 

•  COMPLETE       LINE      OF      SPORTING 
GOODS  AND  SKI  EQUIPMENT 

•  RALEIGH,       CCM       AND       PEUGEOT 
BICYCLES 

•  BICYCLE  REPAIRS 
SKI  SHOP  SERVICE 
RACQUETS  RESTRUNG 

•  SERVING  THE  COMMUNITY   FOR  OVER 
30  YEARS 

5039  Queen  Mary  Rd.                          737-3624 

WARREN  MEN'S  WEAR 

MEN'S  AND  BOYS' 

CLOTHING  AND 

FURNISHINGS 

SELWYN   HOUSE 

AND  L.C.C. 

UNIFORMS  AND 

ACCESSORIES 

ALWAYS  IN  STOCK 

4884  Sherbrooke  West                                                                                              484-3982 
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JAMES  H.  MACINTYRE 
LTD. 

320  Victoria  Avenue 

Westmount,  Quebec 

H3Z  2M8 

Tel.  No.:  482-4924 


A.  KEITH  HAM 

Avocat 
Barrister  Solicitor 


Compliments 
of  a 

FRIEND 


TEL.:    933-4378 


TEL.:   933-4046 


OH  MAN  'S 


1216  GREENE  AVE. 
WESTMOUNT,   QUE. 


GULLIVER'S 


4870  Sherbrooke  W. 
Montreal 

487-4680 


CONGRATULATIONS    TO  THE  CLASS  OF    8| 


THE   FUTUPE  IS  VOU^S 


btSPENSlUG  OPTIC/  AtiS 

1408  di?ummo*je>  <->r.    zi%  yyis 
PaiCv-ijlw  prt.OAi££  6°>l°i8o 

P&>M .  ST.  BRU  MO         &  Si  2L  9$ 


MAKING  GLASSES  foR  MEA)  OF  THE  fUTUltt  *>»CE  /928 
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Compliments  of 

HASKO  CONSTRUCTION 

366  Victoria 
Westmount 

CONCORDIA  UNIVERSITY 

LIAISON  OFFICE 

7141  Sherbrooke  St.  West 
Mtl.,  Que. 
H4B  1R6 

les  at  if  (lift's                                    nf> 

IffcOregor 

travel 

1373    GREENE    AVENUE 
WESTMOUNT.   QUE.    H3Z   2A9 

Telephone  931-3843 

If  arctic  ;x^ 

^V»ni||H|fg^g*^  BRAND 

^^mtn^         FRoM 

BAR-WELL  FOODS  LIMITED 

PROCESSORS  -  EXPORTERS  ■  IMPORTERS 

DISTRIBUTORS  OF  QUALITY 

FROZEN  VEGETABLES 

Head  Office: 

1320  Graham  Boulevard 
Montreal,  Quebec  H3P  3C8 
Tel  514-735-4165 
Telex  05-82661 1 

Sales  Offices: 
700  Dundas  St.  E. 
Suite  5 

Mississauga,  Ontario  L4Y  3Y5 
Tel:  416-275-5600 

New  Commercial  Building 

13  West  St. 

Cromer,  Norfolk,  England,  NR27  9HZ 

Tel  263-511-225/6 

Telex  51-975165 

WESTMOUNT  FLORIST 

Tel.  488-9121 

FLOWERS  DELIVERED  ANYWHERE 

George  Pickrell 
360  Victoria  Ave. 

MASTER  CHARGE  AND  VISA  BY  PHONE 

Compliments 
of 

AVIATION 
PRODUCTS 
COMPANY 
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rt>ijS!!!ii*< 


GORDOn'f 

A  GOOD  PLACE  TO  DO 

BUSINESS 


GOODYEAR 
TIRES 

WHEEL 
ALIGNMENT 

DRAKES 

ENGINE 
TUNING 


AIR 
CONDITIONING 

MAJOR 
ENGINE 
REPAIRS 

AUTOMATIC 
TRANSMISSION 

ELECTRICAL 
SERVICE 


2125  Doul.  Cavendish  Blvd.,  N.D.G. 

(A  I'inrersecfion  du  runnel  Cavendish  er  de  la  rue  5r- Jacques)  (Ar  Cavendish  underpass  corner  Sr.  James) 

Tel.:  (514)  481-7771 


.'•    ■■ 
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/j^fWlESiMgg 


'CLOAK  MFG.  CO. 

5333  CASGRAIN  ST..  MONTREAL.  QUE.  H2T  1X3.  TEL.:  (514)273-9151 


coat  fashions  for 


G  S  C 


TEL      (518)    298-8790 


GSC    ELECTRONICS    CORPORATION 


BOB   FARBER 

VICE  PRES      SALES 


25    MAIN    STREET 

CHAMPLAIN     NEW   YORK 

12919 
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There- that's  enough 

aniting  of  East  and  West 

for  one  da^. 
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IVIoNT^ 
■HABITANT 


ST-SAUVEUR  DES  MONTS,  QUE. 

The  Family  Ski  Centre 

INTHELAURENTIANS 

(North  of  Montreal) 
AUTOROUTEEXIT60 


Compliments  of 

Bl  R  KS 

JEWELLERS 


UNE  PENSEE 


FLOWERS,  PLANTS,  GIFTS 

COMPLEMENTARY  ACCESSORIES 

CONSULTATION  SERVICES 

CABLE  FLOWERS 

DELIVERY  SERVICES 

1356  Greene  Ave. 
Westmount 

931-9428 
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ROBERT  REFORD  INC 


221  St.  Sacrament  St. 
Montreal 
H2Y  1X2 
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Tel.  488-3255 
COMMUNICATIONS  DECARIE  INC. 

REPAIRS  -  SALES  -  RENTALS 
TELEVISION  -  RADIO  -  STEREO  ■  C.B. 

5475  Sherbrooke  West 
Montreal,  Que.  H4A  1W1 


A 


SCANA 


3NTREAL    2UE 


357S  PARC   -.E 
LES  PROMENADES  LA  CITE 
MONTREAL  QUE 
E-   B45-4443 


Folklore  I 


arts  folbloriques 
handcrafts  and  folk  art 


4879  Sherbrooke  SI    W 

Montreal   Quebec    H3Z  2X8 

(514)  486-8852 


4873A  Sherbrooke  W. 


Near  Victoria  Ave. 


YOUNG'S 
FRUITS  AND  VEGETABLES 

Westmount 

GROCERIES  -  BEER  -  FLOWERS 

Tel.  484-8424  Tel.  484-8397 


VICTORIA  STATION 


c 


vOB.    OF   PRIME    RIB 
kPUB,V^  iPOTABLE    SPIRI 


(!) 


ITsJ 


VICTORIA  STATION 

Purveyor  of 
Prune  Rib,  Steaks, 
Seafood  and  Potables. 
Unique  railroad  dining 
atmosphere.  lunch-Dinner 


as 


.^eservalions.  major 
—credit  cards.  Special  group  arrangements 

MONTREAL 

L  VICTORIA  STATION  7500  V^torlaA.  -  -739-3317 
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JOHN  A.  ROLLAND  INSURANCE  LTD. 

BROKERS     AND     AGENTS 

1245  Sherbrooke  St.  West,  Montreal,  Canada  H3G  1G2 
Telephones  Cable  Address 

842-2339  "Jarolland" 

842-4560 
Area  514  "Our  Best  Compliments" 


Tel.  486-6261 


Salon  Jean  %3oRn 

COIFFURE  MASCULINE 
4864  SHERBROOKE  W.,  MONTREAL 


J.J.  TOPOROWSKI,  prop. 


Congratulations  to  the 
Graduating  Class  from 

THE  DOUBLE  HOOK  BOOK  SHOP 

1235A  Green  Ave.,  Montreal 


Congratulations  to  the 
Grad  Class  from 


HENRIETTA  ANTONY 
INC. 


4192  St.  Catherine  St.  W. 
(Corner  Greene) 


E.  HARGREAVES  REG'D 

1208  Greene  Ave. 
932-7008 


ANTIQUES  -  ANTIQUITES 

FINE  FURNITURE 

CHINA,  ART  GLASS,  SILVER 

PAINTINGS  -  BRONZES 

Mon./Sat.  -  Lundi/Samedi 
9:30  a.m.  -  5:30  p.m. 

1360  ave  Greene 
Montreal,  Que.  H3Z  2B1 
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THE  EASIEST  WAY  TO  LEARN 

TO  DRIVE  SAFELY 

ENROLL  NOW  AT:       MONTREAL  CITY 

MOTOR  LEAGUE 

PREPARATION  FOR  GOVERNMENT  WRITTEN  EXAMINATION 


CONTINUOUS  COURSES 


844-7303 


1123  ST.  CATHERINE  ST,  W 
YMCA,  POINTE  CLAIRE 


CALL  FOR  FREE  BROCHURE 


PERFECTION  RUG 


1183  St.  Catherine  St.  East 


Best  Wishes 

to 

MR.  TROUBETZKOY  AND  FAMILY 

from 


YEARBOOK  STAFF 
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HOWARTHS 


SPECIALIZING  IN  SCHOOL  OUTFITS 


ALSO 

•  HABERDASHERS 

•  CUSTOM  TAILORS 

•  MADE  TO  MEASURE  CLOTHING 

•  CUSTOM  SHIRTS 

•  QUALITY  LADIES'  WEAR 


Howarth  Inc. 

1444  St.  Catherine  St.  W. 

Montreal,  P.Q. 

H3G  1R3 

Open  Saturdays  Until  5:00  p.m. 
Telephone:  861-9242 
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H.J.G.  McLEAN  limited 


INDUSTRIAL  KNIVES 
PAPER  MILL  MACHINERY 


Montreal 


Brantford 


4020  OUEST  STE-CATHERINE  WEST 
MONTREAL.  QUE. 


932-0601 


TttcJtiece  sports  ltde 

PROP:  A.   (BILL)  GUITARD.  OWNER 


specialite:  PATINS-HOCKEY-AIGUISAGE-BICYCLE 

VENTE   a  SERVICE 

SPECIALTY:  SKATE  FITTING-HOCKEY-SHARPENING-BICYCLE 

SALE   8c  SERVICE 


NORMAN  JOLICOEUR 

933-6504 
Plaza  Alexis  Ninon 


Best  Wishes 
to 

MR.  B.S.  STEVENS 

AND 
MR.  J.E.  IVERSON 
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Compliments 
of  the 


YEARBOOK  STAFF 
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